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f  PROLOGUE. 


HE  who  comes  hither  with  defign  to  hifs , 

And  with  a  bum  revers'd ,  to  whifper  Mifs, 
To  comb  a  Perriwig ,  or  to  fbew  gay  cloathes , 

Or  to  vent  Antique  non-fence  with  new  oaths> 

Our  Poet  welcomes  as  the  Mufes  friend  , 

For  hee'l  by  irony  each  Play  commend . 

Next  thefe  we  welcome  finch  as  briskly  dine , 

At  Locket’s,  a ■„  Gifford’s,  or  with  Shataline. 

Swell' d  with  pottage ,  dffG?  fta  Burgundian  Grape, 
They  hither  come  to  take  akindly  nap . 

our  Poet  don’t  conceive  much  harm 
For  they  pay  well,  and  kgep  our  benches  warm . 

And  though  fcarce  half  awake,  fome  Playes  they  dam, 
They  do' t  by  Whole- fail ;  not  by  Ounce ,  and  Dram. 
But  when  fierce  Criticks  get  them  in  their  clutc  h , 
They’re  crueller  then  the  Tirannick^Dutcb, 

And  with  more  Art ,  do  diflocate  each  Scene , 

Tfce/*  7/*  Amboyna  they  the  limbs  of  men. 

They  wracl^  each  line ,  and  every  word  unknit , 
if  they'd  find  away  to  cramp  all  Wit . 

They  re  the  terror  of  all  adventurers  here , 
tJTte  <z/ery  objeHs  of  their  hate  and  fear 
And  likg  rude  Common-wealths  they  fill  are  knit 
GainH  Englifb  Plays ,  the  Monarchy es  of 
They  invade  foetique  Lifence ,  Hilhrail 

At  Plays, to  which  in  duty  they  fhould  vail. 

Tet  Hill  the'infefl  this  Coafi  to  f fib  for  jefis.- 
To  fupplement  their  Wits  at  City  feafis. 

Thus  much  for  Critcks :  to  the  more  generous  Wit •  .. 
Our  Poet  Frankfy ,  does  each  Scene  fubmit ; 

And  begs  your  hfnd  AUience  to  in  gage 
Thofe  Hagen  interlopers  of  the  Stage . 
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The  Fool  turn’d  C  R I T I C  K. 


Scene  I.  Covent-Garden. 


Enter  Frank  Amorous,  and  Bernard. 

Franks  never  doubt  it  man,  thou  (halt  enjoy  her  i 

Give  me  thy  hand,  I  fay  thou  (halt:  a  man  of  thy 
A  Perfections,  and  dtfpair  of  gaining  a  flight  woman? 
Come,  come,  no  more,  Thou  {halt  polleis  her  Bernard. 

Ber.  Prithee  Franks , 

Leave  off  thy  Railery,  thy  mirth’s  unfeafonable  > 

I  am  not  pleas’d  to  hear  thee  flatter  me 
With  hopes  of  what  thou  never  canft  perform, 

Efpecially  rhis  way. 

Franks  Haff  rhou  a  Faith  ? 

Canfl  thou  believe  the  thing  thou  feeft  atchiev’d  > 

Give  credit  to  an  ad  is  done  and  hnifli’d  before  thy  £yts  ? 

Ber.  Yes  fure,l  could  do  that. 

Franks  Why  then  I  fay  once  more  aloud  to  thee, 

Thou  (halt  enjoy  this  woman  i  I  will,  to  do  thee 
A  kindncfs,  be  an  honourable  Procurer. 

Ber .  Ha  !  Procurer  ! 

Franks-  Nay,  nay,  mlrtake  me  not,  I  mean  Tie  get  her  for  thee. 
Procurer,  or  Match-maker,  its  all  one, 

7 he  word  has  fevc-rat  meanings. 

Ber.  Though  I  know  thy  vanity  to  be  fuch,  that  in 
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Thy  thoughts  thou  couldftdo  wonders,  but 
Thy  power,  barren  as  Earth  on  Rocks  of 
Unknown  height  •,  yet  in  thy  words  lies  fomething 
that  is  pleating,  though  far  from  my  belief, 

Thou  capft  perform  it. 

Franks  Try  me,  and  if  I  do  not. . - * 

Ber.  How  canft  thou  think  todo’t,  Thou  know’ft  her  not. 
Art  unacquainted  with  her  Family,  Friends  and  Relations. 

Franks  I  grant  I  am  Sir  —  But  Heaven  be  prais’d  I’m 
Owner  of  a  certain  confidence,  that  never  fails 
To  ufher  my  acquaintance  with  any  of  that  Sex, 

The  leaf!  thing  that  of  a  thoufand. 

Ber.  But  thou  art  wild,  and  wavering  in  thy  Temper, 

Apt  to  run  out  into  Extravagancies,  unfit  for  her 
To  hear,  much  lefs  commend.  Canft  thou  be  ferious  Trank. 

Frank.  Canft  thou  be  wife— ferious— 

Ud’s  death,  doft  take  her  for  an  Abbefs? 

Or  one  o’th  Zealots  at  Anifterdam  ? 

That  thou  doft  School  me  thus  —  hark,  hark, 

Bernard ,  Were  ihc  a  Widdow  zealoufly  devout, 

One  doting  on  feme  brawny  fuburb  Parfon, 

That  preaches,  following  him  the  way  to  Heaven  *, 

A  mefs  of  phrafes,  ferious,  loud  and  chiming,  might 
Work  upon  her  Spirit :  But  a  Girl  who  is  as 
Thcu  defcrib’ft  her,  free  and  airy,  fanguine  of  her 
Complexion,  young  and  healthy,  a  ferious  fpeech 
To  her,  is  like  a  long  Grace  to  one  of  an  eager 
Appetite,  Fruit lels ,  as  ’tis  diftaftful. 

Ber .  But  prithee  how - what  wilt  thou  fay  toher  ? 

Frank.  I  know  not  yet  —  but  do  not  doubt  me,  Tie  do 
Thy  bulinefsi  never  fear  it  Bernard:  Thou  haft, 

I  thank  thee,  fupply’d  me  with  money,  and  thereby  croft 
My  miferable  Fathers  purpofeof  marrying  me 
To  an  old  Widow  here  i’th  City. . —  And  to  gratifie 
Thee,  this  Woman  fhall  be  thine  —  and  by  my  means. 

Ber .  A  ftrange  confidence  ! 

But  perhaps . —  he  knows  fomething  of  her  —  That 
Makes  him  thus  prefume  . —  I  am  refolv’d  to  try  — • 

Well  Frank, ,  this  once  Fie  truftThee. —  I  am  to 
Night  invited  by  her  Father  to  Supper-,  Thoufhalt 
Go  with  me  >  and  if  thou  canft  perform  this, 

Thou  art  my  Friend  indeed. 

Frank ;  And  thou  (halt  find  me  fo,  Come  lets  awayi 
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SCENE  II. 

S  - 

Enter  Old  Winelove,  Tim,  Smallwit. 

Old  Wine.  Is  your  name  Smallwit  ? 

Small.  JervM  Smallwit ,  Sir.  themeanefi:  of  your  Worfhips 
Humble  Servants,  One  that  fhall  prouder  be  to  kifs 
Your  hand,  then  to  be  crown’d  with  Laurel  by  Apolle. 

Old  Wine.  Good  Mr.  Smallwit ! 

No  Flowers  of  Rhetorick  to  me,  your  (lock  I  fear 
■Will  beexhaufted  foonenongh,  — —  by  him  there. 

Without  this  lofs  on  me,  you  are  commended  to  me 
By  a  good  Friend  of  mine,  Old  Sit  Formal  Ancient . 

Small .  He  is  my  Patron  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  He  fends  me  word,  you  have  your  Tropes  and  Figures, 
Your  Syllogifms*  Epithetesand  Phrafes,  I  could 
Have  nam’d  e’m  right  in  my  young  days,  ready  by  hearf^ 

And  that  you  can  accoft,  Repartee,  come  on,  draw  off. 

Retreat,  and  hold  difcouife  even  with  the  beft  of/ 

Our  Tongue  Combatants. 

Small.  I  fhoulddo  fomething  Sir,  I’ve  ftudied  long  for’t.1 

Old  Wine.  And  that  you  can  with  fair  becoming  Grace, 

And  modiih  cringes  vouch  your  gallantry 
'Gainft  any  Squire  of  the  Pantofle 
Within  the  Kings  Dominion. 

Small.  I  hope  lean  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  Very  well  — — I’m  glad  on’t.- 
I’m  very  glad  your  skill  is  fb  unqueftion’d, 

There’s  one  will  want  it  all . —  and  more  I  doubt  not. 

Come  hither  Sir. 

Small.  Is  this  the  Gentleman  ? 

Old  Wine.  The  fame  Sir,. —  ’tismyHeir,  the  only  he 
That  ever  call’d  me  Father  > 

And  though  he  teems  to  have  but  a  courfe  outfide, 

He  has  a  cunning  Headpiece  —  a  (hrewd  patej 
His  inner  Rooms  are  furnifht  well  Sir, 

Take  my  word  >  betides,  he  keeps  good  Company 
That  edifie  him  much,  good"  Singing,  Dancing,  Swearing, 

Jovial  Company  j  Then  has  feen  all  the  new  Plays  j 
And  you’l  find  him  a  Proficient. 

Small.  It  were  a  fin  to  doubt  it  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  Yet  though  he  be  well  furnitht  thus  by  nature, 

He  has  not  the  Town  virtues,  Talk  and  Impudence  » 

No  modilh  Gallantry  toglois  his  parts,  and  make  Cm  (hine, 
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Small.  Sir  fear  not,  hee’l  foon  learn. 

Old  IVino.  I  fliould  be  griev’d  elfe,  troth  I  fhould  Sir. 

Now  I  would  have  you  Sir  as  you  are  ffil’d 

The  Mercury,  nay  the  A  polio  of  this  age 

To  teach  him  thefe  indowments  . —  I  would  have  him 

Learn  how  to  Court  his  Miflrefs,  huff  a  Rival 

That  croffcs  his  defigns,  quarrel  with  Bullies,. 

And  pick  a  Wench  up  with  alacrity. 

Then  to  fee  Plays,  and  how  to  firur  i’th  Pit, 

Manage  his  Combe,  fvve3r  modifhly  Gad  damme  3 
Talk  aloud,  to  make  his  parts  be  noted. 

Small.  Never  doubt  Sir, 

He  fhall  be  foon  inflrutfed  with  thefe  Rules. 

Old  Wine.  And  when  the  Play’s  begun,  I’de  have  him  fit 
In  the  Wits  Corner ,  play  the  Critick,  hifs 
At  3ny  thing  he  do’s  not  underhand  : 

Be  the  Scene  ne’re  fo  witty - That’s  no  matter, 

’Tis  Modifh  and  Gentile. 

Small.  He  (hall  not  fail  Sir  : 

Nay  he  {hall  hold  3  parley  with  the  Wits : 

Propound  and  anfwcr  things  beyond  his  knowledge. 

And  yet  come  off  with  credit. 

Old  Wine.  Shall  he  faith } 

'Shall  he  come  off  with  credit }  - —  do  but  that  Sir, 

Bring  him  but  off  with  credit,  and  you  blefs  mes 
Andl’jenot  be  ungrateful  . —  fee  here’s  50  Guineys  s 
This  as  an  Earned  of  my  future  Bounty  : 

And  if  he  come  off ,  and  as  thou  fayft,  with  credit, 

A  hundred  more  fhall  pay  obeyfance  to  Thee  ! 

Tim,  come  hither  Tim,  how  dofl  Thou  like  this  Gentleman  ? 

Ha,  prithee  tell  me, - Come  be  not  fo  bafhful. 

You  two  muff  be  acquainted. 

Tim.  Faith  Sir,  —  I  like  him  very  well  • —  But  — « 

Old  Wine.  But  —  pifh  no  Buts  —  hee’l  make  a  Courtier  Tm , 
Small.  Ah,  do  not  fear  it  Sir,  The  Squire  and  I 
Shall  foon  be  intimate,  wee’l  be  Chamber*fdlows, 

Be  Drunk  together,  Sing  and  Roar  together. 

Ramble  till  two  i’th  Morning,  and  then  Slip 
Into  fome  private  Lodging  in  the  Parke, 

And  get  a  Wench  or  two. 

Tim.  Withall  my  heart : 

A  very  pleafant  fellow  i  I  like  him  Sir  extreamly. 

Old  Wine.  Nay,  doubt  him  not  Sir,  he  is  cock  oth’  game, 

I  told  you,  you  fhould  find  him  a  true  Winelsvc : 

He  had  it  from  his  Father,  —  ay  in  my  capring  days ; 
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I  would  have  Wreftled,  Leapt,  Run,  pitch’d  the  Bar  j 
And  kid  a  found  Wench  in  a  frofty  morning, 

With  any  Squire  in  Northampton-fhire  : 

But  now,  I  mud  confefs  my  Ages  Autumn, 

Barflies  my  weak  endeavours. 

Small.  Oh,  not  fo  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  Faith  ’tis  very  true-— but ’tis  no  matter. 

Be  you  but  careful  to  indrudl  my  Son  > 

’Tis  all  I  wiih - in  him  my  youth  (hall  flourifh  : 

And  be  you  fure  Timt  to  obferve  his  Do&rine, 

Follow  ,his  Precepts  with  a  greedy  Eare  i 
And  let  me  fee  you  drut  it  in  the  Streets, 

Difplay  thy  Garniture,  Hat,  Curl’d  Shaddrew 
With  my  bully  Gameder,  in  White-fryers. 

Ne're  doubt  the  means  >  Thou  fl?alt  have  Money  ftore, 

I  have  been  fcrapingit  this  50  year  : 

And  thou  fhalt  never  want  that  my  Boy. 

Tim.  I  will  do  what  you  pleafe  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  Why,  I  would  have  you  Timt  to  be  a  Fine  Corn  tier. 

A  Jauntee,  Modifh  follower  of  the  times. 

Hah  wilt  thou  drive  >  . 

Tim.  Yes  Sir,  I  will  drive  j 
I’le  be  as  Impudent  as  you  pleafe  to  have  me. 

Old  Wine.  Wilt  thou  ?  --  why,  well  faid  -  ha,  what  think  you  now  Sir, 
Small.  A  pregnant  Wit,  believe  me  Sir. 

Tim .  And  Sir,  to  flaow  my  duty  more — I  will  be  drunk 
Very  often,  lye  a  Bed  all  day,  and  rife  at  midnight  j 
I’le  get  a  Wench  Sir,  and  if  you  think  good  a  Clap, 

And  then  I  fhall  be  fure  to  be  o’th  fafhion. 

Old  Wine.  Now  by  Honour  rarely  thought  upon, 

A  Clap  indeed  is  Modifh. 

Tim.  I  Sir,  ’tis fo, 

Old  Wine.  Weed  talk  further  of  this,  point  within  ; 

I  mud  entreat  you  Sir  to  dine  with  me, 

Pray  let  us  be  Familiar. 

Small.  I  am  in  troth  too  bold  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  Fyenot  a  jot. —  come  lets  in  —  Tim .  follow  your  Tutor. 

Tim.  Yes  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

« 

SCENE  III.  Hal!. 


Enter  Sir  Formal  Ancient,  and  Penelope, 

Sir  For.  Daughter  I  fay,  be  wife  >  thefe  are  ill  times, 
And  we  fhould  therefore  be  more  provident  : 
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I  do  not  like  this  Bernard ,  that  frequents 
My  houfe,  and  your  company ;  Daughter  I  fay, 

I  do  not  like  him. 

Pert.  Why  Sir  ? 

Sir  For.  Nay,  nay,  I  know  not  that  •,  yet  to  fatisfie  you, 

His  Father  wasa  roaring  Cava  ^er, 

Apcaching  Raskal,  that  1-  :/’d  our  Faction: 

H’  had  like  to  hang’d  my  ' ;  le  >  and  for  that  trick 
I  hate  the  generation  :  Yet  to  fay  truth, 

It  is  a  Courteous  Varlet,  and  ’a  my  conference, 

Would  flake  his  Life  for  his  Friend:  but  what  then. 

His  Lineage  all  were  Knaves,  conforming  Rogue’s ; 

Fellowes  that  drain’d  their  throats  for  a  free  flate, 

And  for  that  caufe  I  hate ’em. 

Pert.  You  are  my  Father  Sir,  and  ’twould  be  thought 
Great  folly  in  me  to  queflion  your  Commands, 

Much  lefs  deny  ’em. 

Sir  For.  How,  deny  ’em ! 

Dareyoy  deny  my  commmands. 

Pew,  Sir,  Y°fl  miflake,  I  alwayes  meant  to  obey 
What  you  and  Hwvcfn  fhould  im^pfeupon  me. 

Sir  For.  Didft  thou  not  fay  Vafrjpflv 
Thou  would’ft  deny  my  juft  Conartknds. 

Pert.  No  Sir,  I  faid  ’twas  folly  in  me  to  deny  ’em. 

Sir  Fon  And  doft  no  doubt  diflemhle  with  me, 

Pert.  Believe  me  Sir,  I  do  not,  I  am  now 
As  I  was  ever,  ready  to  obtjy  you, 

In  any  juft  Command.  \  •*  ^ 

Sir  For.  Thou  art  my  Daughter,  and  fhould’ft  praflife  duty  j 
Therefore  I  fay  once  more, “and  with  a  parent  like  authority, 

I  do  not  like  this  Bernard ,  therefore  Difcard  him  i 
See  that  my  doors  clofe  loekt  oppofe  his  entrance  : 

I  have  no  houfe- room  for  him,  tell  him  fo. 

How  now ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  there’s  one  Sir  Peter  WineloVe  at  the  three  Crane  T’aveien, 
defires  your  Company  about  Earned  Bufmefs. 

Sir  For.  Go  telhhiml  come  —  I  guefs  his  Bufinefs,  [ Exit  Servant 

He  has  a  Son  lately  come  out  ’oth  Country  > 

And  wants  a  W ife  — —  Daughter  go  you  to  your  Clofet, 

Fall  on  your  knees ,  and  pray  my  hopes  may  be  fuccefsful : 

There  is  a  Blefling  coming,  and  l’le  work  for’t  [Exit, 

Pen.  Such  Bkftings  I  expect  not,  nor  defire: 

• —  when ’ere  l  marry,  or  intend  it,  my  Father 

I  fee 
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1  fee,  by  this  Carriage  to  Bernard ,  will  oppofe  it, 

If  it  fuites  not  with  his  liking,  True  vext  > 

Extreamly  vext  at  my  ill  Fortune,  and  though 
I  have  no  paflion  for  this  Bernard ,  he  do’s 
Deferve  it  :  And  it  might  have  been  my  Fate,  as 
Well  as  now  ’tis  his :  Well  — -  Fie  leave  all  to 
Time  ;  the  Dice  may  turn,  and  I  may  yet  be  happy. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  there’s  a  Lady,  accompanied  SVitha  Gentleman 
Below  is  come  to  vifit  you, 

Fen .  Waiton’emin.  £  Exit  Servant 

Enter  Franck  Amorous  and  Lucia 

Deareft  Madam,  a  thoufand,  thoufand  Welcomes  i 
To  what  happy  accident  am  I  obliged, 

That  obliged  me  with  your  prefence. 

Lkc.  To  no  accident  i  I  came  to  Sit  and  talk  with  you  : 

Or  if  thou  like  the  Weather,  lets  takeaturnin 
The  Parke:  I  have  beenfomelancholly  fince 
My  Brother  went  out  of  the  Town. 

Fen, Is  notthat  Franck^ Amorous  ?  Heavens!  ’tis  he, 

—  how  came  he  With  her  jf 

Madam,  what  Gentleman  is  that  ? 

Luc.  Why,  don’t  you  know  him  ? 

Ten.  Not  I. 

Luc-  No,  that’s  ftrange  ,  I  met  him  at  the  door  > 

And  hearing  me  ask  for  you,  pretended  bufmefs, 

And  defir’d  the  favour  to  condufr  me  to  you. 

Ten.  Bufinefs  with  me.?  What  this fliould  mean  I  know  not. 

Fran.  Madam  ,  although  ’its  my  unhappinefs  to  be  a  ftranges  . 

-To  you,  and  consequently  tobe  deftitute  of  what 
Would  make  mebleft  ,  could  I  obtain  it  —  your 
Acquaintance,  yet  emboldned  by  the  Caufe  >  I  ; 

Prefume  to  tell  you  that  1  have  Bufinefs. 

Pen.  With  me? 

,  Fran.  Madam,  with  you,’ 

Ten.  Heaven  grant-  it  be  to-’th  purpofe  :  Madam  I  beg,' 

Tour  excufe  for  a  Minutes  Conference  —  pray 
Declare  it  Sir. . 

Fran.  I  have  a  Friend  that  Loves  you,  , 

pen-  Well  Sir. 

Fran,  That  dyes  for  you. 
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Pen.  Not  unlikely. 

Fran.  And  to  this  Friend,  have  I  engaged  my  honour^ 

That  you  thall. 

Ten.  What  ! 

Fran .  Receive  his  Love  —  permit  him  to  enjoy  you > 

The  only  Cure  1  know. 

Ten .  But  whence  Sir  fprings  your  Confidence  in  my  confent, 

That  you  durft  promife  this? 

Fran.  Why,  Faith  no  Confidence  in  you,  butinmyovvn 
Ability,  made  me  do’t :  Betides, the  knowledge 
I  have  that  a  woman  of  honour  ,  as  you  are  ,  or 
Would  at  leafi  be  thought ,  could  not  refufe  fo 
Fervent  an  addrefs ,  when  offered  by  fo  brave 
A  Gentleman  efpecially  when  urged  by  perfwafions. 

Pen.  I  willnot  trouble  my  (elf  with  reproving  your  vanity  ; 

That  were  afruitlefs  work,  but  I  defire  to  know, 

.Who  'tis  that  is  thus  pain’d - -  pray  Sir,  what  is  he  ? 

Fran.  Why,  Faith  a  man,  that  were  a  Non  Parelio, 

Bichat  he  doats  on  women  — —  a  general  fault. 

•Ye  have  the  Afccndant  over  us. 

This  Paper  will  make  all  plains 
There  you  may  read  his  name. 

Pen .  Well  1  am  ftrarigely  taken  with  this  Fellow  s  [  A  fide  : 

How  many  Bernards  live  in  him.  [_Reads . 

Fran.  I  cannot  much  blame  Bernard  for  his  choice  ; 

This  is  no  ordinary  woman,  and  therefore  not 
To  bedifpis’d :  'But  yondersa  Lady,  through  whofe 

Vizard - 1  met  an  eye  that  darted  fire  into  me - 

What  a  prefence  fhe.has  :  Now  would  I  give  a 
Million  for  an  in vilfble  hand  to  fnatch  away  that  Mask. 

Pen.  W'ell  Sir,  I’ve  read  the  Letter —  and  to  let  you 
See,  I  neither  flight  the  meffagenor  the  Bearer  ; 
ric  Write  an  Anfwcr  to  it  i  he  may  hope 
Still ,  allure  him  I  will  do’t :  In  the  mean  time 
I  will  not  fail  to  commend  your  fidelity. 

Madam,  Pie  wait  upon  you  inftantly,  pleafe  you  to 
Permit  this  Gentleman  to  keep  you  Company  i  I  know 
Him  now  ,  and  can  alfure  the  general  voice  of 

Fame  denotes  him  Noble.  [_Exit. 

Fran.  So,  this  has  introduced  me,  and  Pie  forward  : 

This  mud  be  a  rare  woman  :  [Bowej  to  her. 

[  She  lets  fall  her  Mask hejhatebes  it  up; 
How  great  a  reafon  have  I  to  bids 
Fortune,  that  by  an  accident  permits  my  eye. 

The  view  of  fo  much  Excellence. 

Lue. 
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Lttc.  No  Excellence  Sir. 

Fran.  Tfaith  it  is  —  O  caft  away]that  cloud, 

That  (huts  up  fo  much  Beauty. 

Luc.  Pray  fpare  your  Rhetoric!^  and  let  me  tell  you  Sir, 

I  hate  a  flatterer, 

As  I  hate  the  Devil,  and  would  as  foon  avoid  him. 

Fran,  A  flatterer  Madam,  damn  him -  I  hope 

You  have  heard  nothing  in  my  words, 

That  you  {hould  take  me  for  flatterer  > 

I  know  too  much  of  honour  to  dUTemble. 

Luc.  Pardon  me  Sir,  If  I  make  doubt  of  that. 

You  are  a  man  I  hope. 

Fran.  I  was  this  morning. 

Luc.  And  are  yet,  doubt  not,  iffo  you  may  diffemble 
By  th’  charter  of  your  Sex. 

Fran.  But  your  known  beauty,  by  all  fo  much  admir’d, 
Deferves,  nor  needs  no  flattery ;  befides  I 
Applaud  a  truth,  and  that  is  ftill  allow’d. 

Luc.  Byfome  I  grant  it  is——  and  fince  your  fear ehing  wit 
Has  thruft  me  on  Difcourfe  againfi;  my  will > 

I’le  let  you  know  my  temper. 

I  hate  a  man  that  flatters  worfe  then  death  i 
He  that  (hould  fawn,  and  footh  me  in  my  Errour ; 

I’de  (hun  him,  as  I  Would  the  Peftilence - 

I  am  not  made  perhaps  of  the  fame  mould, 

That  other  women  are  j  I  do  not  love  to  hear 
A  Fop  cry  Madam,  I  vow  to  gad  that  (mile 
Became  you  fweetly. 

No’tis  a  carelefs ,  blunt,  and 

Manly  Carriage  that  likes  me  beft  —  Befides 

Sir,  I  think  3tis  newer,  and  more  rnodifh. 

Fran.  ’Tisa  witty  Wanton — ■ 

There’s  no  way  but  to  wheel  about  >  and  begin  with 
Her  in  her  own  Stile  — —  Madam  I  muft  confefs, 

I  did  miftake  your  temper  i  but  from  henceforth, 

You  (hall  perceive  J  am  more  given  to  fatyrife, 

Then  flatter  or  diflemble. 

Luc.  Iam  glad  on’t. 

Fran.  Fortune  in  this  hath  been  mod  kind  to  me,  to  make 
Me  worthy  of  your  joy. 

Luc.  Still  in  that  vein  —  take  heed. 

Fran.  I  have  done  Madam  —  the  Divel?  in  me  i 
I  cannot  out  of  my  road,  though  I  am  punifh’d  for’t. 

I  uc.  I  doubt  not  but  I  am  meanly  priz’d  in  your  thoughts, 
For  being  thus  free. 
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Tran.  No,  no,  not  much  for  that  •,  —  I  know  your  Sexes  frailty. 

Luc.  Our  frailty.  : 

Fran.  I  your  ambition^  or  call  it  worfe,  your  pride. 

Luc.  But  pray  refrefti  your  memory  Sir, 

Did  not  you  firft  accoft  me,  did  not  you  long 
To  break  the  Ice,  and  fpeak  tome?  come  confefs. 

Fran .  I  long  to  fpeak  to  you,  ha,  ha,  ha,  that’s  fine  > 

Pray  Madam,  recolledt,  per ufe  your  felf, 

What  is  there  in  that  face  that  I  fhouid  long  for  ? 

I  think  I  fit  her  now.  \_Afide, 

. —  long  to  fpeak  to  you _ That’s  a  good  jeft  i’faith. 

Luc.  I f I  miftake,  and  am  indeed  fo  indifferent  in  your  eye, 

As  you  declare  I  am  i  you  will  oblidge  your  felf 
To  remove  from  me  to  fome  more  taking  objedf. 

Fran.  No  Madam,  you  may  do  what  you  pleafe — -I  havebufinefs. 

Luc.  I  (hall  not  want  intreaty.  \_L  going  array. 

Fran.  ’Ds  death  fhe’s  going  indeed  - —  Madam,  fweet  Madam,  * 
What  do  you  mean  ?  Now  have  I  like  a  Puppy, 

Overdone  my  part,  and  made  her  angry -  you 

Will  not  go  in  earneft  ? 

Luc,  I  ufenot  Sir  to  jeft  with  ftrangers. 

Fran.  You  know  I  did  this  but  in  obedience  to  your 
Command,  far  from  my  own  good  Temper,  Heaven 
Knows,  and  if  your  mind  be  changed,  and  you  affedt 

Another  Courtfhip  better - ’t is  but  wheeling  a  little 

Way  about  again  •  Madam,  I’le  be  with  you  prefently. 

Luc.  No  Sir,  ’tisneedlefs,  I  am  very  well  fatisfted  in 
The  knowledge  of  your  Temper ,  as  I  hope  you  are 
Of  mine,  and  am  at  prefent  very  unwilling  to 
Urge  a  further  tryal. 

Fran.  Then  make  me  fo  happy  to  know  your  Lodging, 

That  I  may  have  liberty  to  pay  my  duty  to  you, 

In  requital  of  this  favour. 

Luc.  That  I  cannot  neither,  he  that  Loves  me  muft  feek  me  > 

Perhaps  the  reward  will  not  be  worth  the  fearch  ; 

But  ’tis  my  humour  Sir. 

Fran.  Nay,  now  you  are  cruel  Madam - ’dsdeath  do 

You  make  a  Beagle  of  me,  and  think  I  can 
Hunt  you  out,  upon  the  (cent  l  ITaithyou 
Are  too  rigorous. 

Luc.  My  words  are  irrevocable,  and ’twill  be  diferetion 
In  you  not  to  urge  me  further. 

Fran,  I’ve  done,  and  will  be  patient  «— «  but  if  I  do 
Meet  you  again  ,  as  it  (hall  go  very  hard  if  I 
Po  not  '3  I  will  but  no  matter,  let  this  fuffice 
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Atprefent,  I  love  you  beyond  thought'  and  will  ‘ 

Find  a  time  to  let  you  know’t  at  large. 

Enter  Penelope  with  a  Letter  mitten. 

Ten.  Here  Sir,  ’tisdonei  I  have  in  this  difcover’d 
My  mind  to  him  :  And  befides,  have  given  him  to 
Underhand  how  much  he  is  engaged  to  you ; 

But  let  him  for  a  time  forbear  our  houfe, 

It  is  my  fathers  pleafure  >  his  mind  may  alter 
And  fet  all  right  again.  Pray  tell  himfo. 

Fran.  Madam,  you  have  oblidg’d  us  both,  and  I  fhall  be 
Moft  happy  in  an  imployment  togratifie 
This  favour  >  in  the  mean  time,  all  I  can  do  is  to 
Acknowledge  it,  and  live  your  humble  fervant. 

Fair  Madam  yours - ’dsdeath  fhe’l  perceive  my 

Extafie  Ladies  —  your  fervant , —  [£*/>.' 

[  Turns  bac\  and  ftgbs . 

Ten.  Well  Ido  love  this  Fellow,  and  will 
Devife  fome  means  that  he  (hall  know  it  \ 

Gome  Madamlets  abroad. 

Luc.  I  am  ready  to  wait  on  yom 

Ten.  He  has  a  cunning  Tongue,  but  that  I  value  little:  No, 

The  choice  of  prudent  Judgments  I  approve  j 

Honour  and  virtue,  muft  obtain  my  Love.  \Exm\t. 

The  End  of  the  JtrJZ  Aft, 
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ACT,  II. 

Scene  I.  Covenl-Garden. 

Enter  Bernard. 

Ber.  ^"TpO  be  in  Love,  is  to  be  mad,  and  live  a  phrafc, 

JL  That  rarely  fits  my  prefent  difpofition  j  for 
Certainly  if  I  had  fenfe,  or  any  reafon  left, 

I  (hould  have  kept  my  felf-free,  at  leaft  from  Love, 

The  plague  of  all  mankind. 

Sure  the  Devil,  when  Providence  fir  ft.-. 

Quicken’d  men  with  life,  mingled  this  amorous 

Poyfon  with  their  blood,  as  a  continual  torment. 

■*.  .  ■  ? 

? 

Enter  Frank  Amorous. 

Franks  Dear  Frank !  . —  what  return’d  already  ?  <, 

Well !  and  how  go  matters  ?  haJ  dictft  fpeak  to  her  ? 

Franks  Yes,  I  did  fpeak  to  her,  and  thanks  to  my  good  Tongue, 
And  fluent  Rhetorick,  a  great  deal,  a  great  deal 

To  the  purpofe - hark', - thy  bufinefs  is  done, . — ' 

She’s  thine,  (he’s  thine  Rogue. 

Ber.  But  art  thou  in  earned?  prithee  do  not  flatter  me:  . 

For  to  fall  from  thefe  hopes  to  which  thou  haft  rais’d  me, 

Would  be  a  horrid  Torture. 

Frank.  Perufethis  Paper,  and  then  credit  me  ;  ’tis  her  own 
Handy-work  :  Sir,  I  allure  you  I  could  have  had 
A  Token  for  you,  a  Ring,  or  a  flight  Bracelet 
From  her  Arm  j  but  that  I  thought’twas  needlefs. 

Ber.  A  Letter,  and  from  her?  Iam  tranfported  / 

My  beft  of  Friends !  how  am  I  bound  to  thee  ? 

I  almoft  fear  to  read  what’s  Writ  within,  leaft 
The  Excefs  of  my  delight  (hould  kill  me. 

But  I  muft  venture. 

Frank.  I  prithee  come,  let’s  hear  it.  . 

Ber.  reads,  I  have  fuch  a  fenftble  knowledge  of  your  Sufferings,  That  1 
would'willingly ,  if  it  could  be  witbqnt  prejudice  of  my  Honour,  redrefs  e'm ; 
But  Mr.  Amorous  can  cert ifie you  >  to  whom  you  are  infinitely  oblig’d  for 
bis  fidelity.  , 

Frank •  D’e  mark  that  Bernard  ?  r 

\  her'. 
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Bcr.  reads,  Tloat'tis  not  mine,  but  my  Fathers  will,  that  debars  your 
coming  y  which  alfo  can  be  affirmed  by  your  worthy  Friend ,  fweet  Mr . 
Amorous. 

Frank .  Ha  /  this  is  more  then  I  expe&ed,  well  go  thy 
Ways,  thou  art  a  kind  hearted  little  Rogue, 

I’le  fay  that  for  thee. 

Ber.  reads.  But  from  henceforth  I  defre  you  to  have  patience,  and  pray  for 
an  alteration,  and  forget  not  to  be  grateful  to  the  deferving  and  noble  Mr*. 
Amorous.  Tour  Friend  Penelope. 

Frank,.  Very  well 1  do’ft  hear 
What  a  commendable  Character  (he  gives  me  ? 

Ber.  Ido  Sir, - afehoufand  fufpicions  gnaw  my  heart,  [reads  agen* 

Can  be  .affirm'd  by  your  worthy  Friend  Jweet  Mr.  Amorous, . — 

’dsdeath,  (he  loves  him  ’tis  plain — -  [_  reads  JiiH  ’ 

(  Still  more  1 3  ^ier  phrafe  is  padionate,  oh  dull !  o 
Dull  Fool  1  to  trud  him  with  a  fecret  to  undo  thee. 

Frank;  Come,  prithee  what  art  thou  mufing  on  > 

Methinks  this  fhouild  make  thee  leap  for  joy  i 

Sing  Catches,  Frisk,  and  know  no  Earth  to  tread  on: 

What  a  Devil -ay Hit  thou  ? 

Ber.  Nothing  Sir,  nothing,  only  a  fudden  Mejancholly^ 

Franks  Mtlancholly,  Apox  upon’f,  laugh  it  away  man  %  , 

Think  on  thy  Midrifs  •,  thou  feed  I’ve  done  thy  bufinefs. 

Ber.  Ha  !  — . 

Frank.  Ha !  why  doft  thou  dare  on  me  ? 

Ber.  The  bufinefs ! 

Frank;  I  the  next  vifit  (hall  finiCh  it. 

Ber.  Dares  he  upbraid  me  ?  Sir,  you  fhall  anfwer  this. 

Frank;  Anfwer  that  —  d’flight  he’s  jealous  ■,  I  find  it  now,  and 
now  I  ccnfider  on  my  pad  proceedings,  it  may  be  he  has  caufe  y  hef 
commendations  in  her  Letter  were  fomewha^t  more  then  Ordinary  She 
addred  her  felf  to  him,  but  herpraifes  were  for  me.  ( "Tisfo  )  what 
a  damn’d  dull  Rogue  was  I  not  to  receive  it  ?  Tic  go  vifit  her  draight, 
and  it  I  find  her  true,  Friend  I  fhall  not  fear  to  anfwer  you*  demand, 
though  with  the  hazard  of  my  Life  and  Fortune.  Exeunt* 

Scene  II.  A  Tavern^.. 

-  »  y  n  j  . 

Enter  Old  Winelove,  Tim,  Formall,  Smaliwit,  Drawer*  : 

OldJF'ine.  Well  done  Tim,  bravely  done  Boy —  Drawer,  Sirrah 
give  him  t’other  glafs  of  Sack  for  that  lid  a&ion,  and  my  little  Minion 
of  the  Mufes  bring  him  but  to’ti  let  me  but  hear  him  talkt  of  in  the 
Flay-houfe,  fear’d  by  the  Bullies,  and  renown’d  in  Taverns,  and  I  wild 
be  a  Friend  to  thee  for  ever.  ; . 
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Small.  Your  bounty  Sir,  has  feal’d  me  yours :  believe  he  thall‘with- 
in  a  little  l'pace  of  time  be  famous,  and  fuch  a  one  as  you  coiild  widr. 
he  was  *  hehas  already  profited  extreamly. 

.  Old  Wine.  But  prithee  let  me  fee  that  Congie  over  again,  and  your 
poltures  i’faith ’t was  very  rnodifh  :  Com efe,  prithee  once  again. 

Small.  Look  Sir  in  Company,  take  notice  your  Garniture,  fit  adjudee, 
and  advantagioufly  as  you  can,  efpccially  if  you  arc  among  Ladies  * 
and  let  your  Comb  be  ready  thus  for  your  Perriwig*  whether  it  want 
orno’tis  a  good  podure :  if  you  are  faluted,  make  your  Congie  thus, 
with  a  dart,  your  head  bowing  to  your  left  Shoulder,  as  if  it  meant  to 
kifs  it.  Very  well  1  what  think  you  of  that  Sir  ?  did  he  not  do  that 
better  then  the  lad  > 

Old  Wine.  i’Faith  3twas  very  well,  Sir  FoftitaUi lid  you  fefe It? 

•  Sir  For.-  Yes,  but  to  tell  you  the  truthu  I  am  n$t  for  this  new  Fan- 
taftick  way  I  like  yoftr  ancient  cullom,  the  old  way' of  faluting  grave¬ 
ly,  ’tis  more  manly*  thefe  cringing  Tumblers  podures  I  like  not. 
Give  me  your  method  of  fair  falutation,  a  rule  to  grace  behaviour. 
Thefe  new  ways  approv'd  by  being  oYh’  fafhion,  meet  not  my  appro¬ 
bation. 

Old  V/ine .  Old  Forma! 1,  dill  i’faith  — —  but  mind  him  not  Boy  : 
Tmepleafed  to  fee  thee  exercife  thy  parts  with  Judgement  and  Difcre- 
tion,  PeifeVere  Boy,  Thou  had  thy  Fathers  word  for’t,  go  on  and 
profper. 

Tim.  And  fo  I  have  Sir,  never  doubt,  I  have  defigns  here  budding 
in  this  pate  of  mine,  that  cannot  chafe  but  profper  ,  but  methinks  my 
Father  in  Law  there,  that  mud  be,  gives  me  fmall  encouragement. 

Old  Wire.  Oh!  Yisno  matter,  do  not  mind  what  he  fays:  He! 
alas  poor  Dotard,  only  underdood  the  way  to  purchafe  wealth,  and 
make  his  Daughter  a  Fortune  fit  to  embrace  thee,  that’s  his  Mader- 
piece. 

Sir  For.  Mr.  Wmelove,  I  hold  it  prudence  in  you  fird  to  deck  his 
mind  withintcrnal  Endowments,  before  you  proceed  to  external  Or¬ 
naments-,  for  the  Body,  mark  me  Sir,  is  but  as  a  Tenement,  bare  and 
unfurnilht,  till  the  mind  adorns  it  with  her  Hou droid- duff. 

Old-Wine.  Sir,  hediall  be  adorn’d  both  ways  *  his  mind  fhall  be  the 
bufinefs  of  his  Tutor-,  his  body  of  his  Taylor*  he  dr  all  be  perfed,  do 
not  doubt  Sir  Formal}. 

lim.  I  Sir,  never  doubt  me,  I  have  a  fpirit  I  aflure  you,  perhaps  a 
Wit  too  adorn’d  with  Endowments,  fuch  as  you  mention  *  and  by  my 

Tutors  help  I  may  in  time  be  able  to  difcourfe  with - I’le  fay  no 

more . — -  your  Daughter  . —  but  let  that  pals. 

Old  Wine.  Why  well  faid  "Tim  __  thy  Fathers  temper  jud. 

Tim.  &ow  I  have  a  great  mindtocaip  at  fome  of  his  words,  if  I 
had  but  confidence  enough  to  pretend  to  be  a  Critick. 
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Old  Wine.  Well  faid i  again  i’faith,  .why  now  I  like  thee  ;  this  fliows 
thy  ready  Wit  to  apprcliend  •  I’me  pleafcd  with  this  extremely. 

Small.  Sir,  you  (hall  find  great  alteration  in  him  within  thefe  two 
days-,  for  take  it  from  me,  he  has  a  ripening  Genius,  a  Wit  that  will 
be  poynant,  and  Satyrical ;  and  fome  perhaps  will  find  it. 

Enter  F idlers • 

i (l.Fid.  Will  it  pleafe  you  Gentlemen  to  hear  a  new  Leffon,  or  a 
Song  A-la-mode. 

Sir  For.  S’bud  you  impertinent  Raskal  get  you  gone. 

Or  rie  fo  bat  ter  that  Mufical  fconce  of  yours. 

(  Song  A-la-mode  )  Quotha,  I  had  as  iieve  hear  a 
Gibb  Cat t  howl,  and  as  much  pleafare  I  take  in’t. 

Old  Wine.  Fie  Sir  Formatt,  this  is  plain  rafhnefs,  beat  a  poor  Fellow 
for  offering  to  divert  you. 

Sir  For,  Divert  me  with  a  Pox.  —  Sirrah  do  not  provoke  me, 
but  go. 

Old  Wine,  Stay  friend,  ftay,  this  is  only  a  little  pee vifti 

Blood  he  has  within  him  * - ’twill  be  allay’d  prefently. 

Sir  Andrew,  for  my  fake  have  a  little  patience  •,  why. 

We  came  hither  to  be  merry  V  ’tis  a  day  of  Jubilee^ 

I’faith  he  (lull  Sing. 

Sir  For.  Sir,  were  his  Songs  moral  and  edifying,  I  fliould  difpence 
with  the  noife  j  but  this  is  a  lewd  Rogue,  that  gleans  up  all  the  frag¬ 
ments  of  cafi  Bawdy  to  make  Songs  A-la-mode,  as  he  calls  ’urn  :  Sirrah 
can  you  fing  the  battle  of  Mar  dike  ? 
i ft.  Fid.  No  indeed  Sir. 

Sir  For.  I  told  you  fo  —  not  fing  the  Battel  of  Mardike  ? 

Why  thou  ignorant  Rogue,  where  haft  thou  bin  bred  ? 

(  Sings)  And  huffing.  And  puffing. 

And  Snuffing ,  And  Cuffing  the  Spaniard: 

Whofe  Brows  have  bin  dy’d  in  a  Tan~yard, 

Well  got  Fame ,  a  Warriours  Wife. 

Old  Wine.  O  brave  Sir  Formal. 

Sir  For.  Ah  Sir,  there’s  fome  matter  in  this  now,  an  ill  bred 
RaskaJ,  not-fing  the  Battle  ot  Mardike.  -Here’s  ..... 

Near  a  child  in  Banbury  of  7  years  old,'  but  can  "• 

Sing  the  Battle  of  Mar  dike  \  and  has  it  readier  then 
His  Horn-book. 

7 im.  Now  have  I  a  jeft  for  my  Father  in  Law  thfcre,  if  l  . ' 
Durftfpeakit.  .... 

Small.  What  is  it  Sir*', 
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7/m.  To  have  told  him,  that  no  body  would  wonder  at  his 
Mettle  and  tefty  humour  ,  knowing  he  was  born  at  Banbury . 

Small.  Amongrtthe  Tinkers.  _ 

Tim.  Ay  i’gad,  was  not  that  a  good  one. 

Small.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Old  JVtnc.  How  now  my  little  Mercury,  what’s  the  matter. 

Small.  (Whifpers  Old  Winelove'). 

Old  Wins.  Ha, ha, ha,  ’tis  a  witty  Varlet  —  butcome  myfriend. 
Small.  One  ofthy  beft  Songs  now, thy  Neweft . —  a  Song  A-la-mode 
No  matter  what  he  fayes,  I’le  reward  thee- 


-Song. 


He  Age  is  refin'd,  and  the  Vulgar  no  more  are  defpis'd  for  their 


Talent  of  fenfe.  Good  Wit,  at  the  beft  is  efieem'd  but  a  jell ,  A 


hundred  years  hence. 
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2. 

Fierce  Critickj  likf  Kings  ,  rule  over  this  Jfte  i 
As  theinjolent  Judges  of  Wit : 

And  though  they  have  none,  but  what  is  deer  bought, 
Ttt  to  be  judicious,  they  fain  would  be  thought ; 
ty  the  gleanings  they  get  in  the  Tit * 

3* 

1ken  let  the  precife,  defp air  to  be  wife , 

Let  wifedom  forfakf  his  abode. 

Since  Wit  is  made  none ,  by  the  Fops  of  the  fown^ 
Debauches  increas'd,  and  good  fancies  o' rethrown* 
Chorus,  J5y  a pleaf  ant  Vice  Alamode. 

Old  Wine.  Very  well  ’ifaith  — —  hold  there’s  an  Angel  for  thy 
Pains  *  now  Sir  Awdrew,  what  think  Of  this? 

Is  not  this  better  then  your  Doggril  damn’d 
Rhime,  all  found,  no  fenfe.  This  is  new,  and  made 
By  a  Wit  on  Wit,  onCritick,  ah  fhefe  Critick 
Wits  are  rare  Fellows, 

Sir  For.  To  pra6tife  Surgery  upon :  To  flout  at  the  Decrees 
Of  Law,  orjuftice,  to  burlelque  on  Religion  » 

To  make  a  Ballad  out  of  Davids  Pfalms,  and 
Turn  old  Hopkjns  Meeter  into  Nonfenfe. 

Old  Wtne.  Pilh,  youmiftake  me  clearly. 

Sir.  For.  Not  a  jot  Sir,  _ *  I’ve  known  him  carp  upon  the 
Canticles,  and  call  ’em  Canting  Le&ures  j  Laugh  at 
A  Pious  Paftor  that  was  blind,  becaufe  he  told  ’em, 

He  could  (how  a  path  to  lead  to  happinefs ;  Ah  they 
Are  lewd  Raskals  >  Lord,  Lord,  what  will  this 
World  come  to  ? 

Old  Wine.  To  duft  as  it  ’twas  of old,  but  believe  me  Sir ,  your 
Judgment  gives  too  harfh  a  fenfure  of  ’em. 

Sir  For.  It  may  be  fa  Sir,  but  pardon  me  Sir,  I  fpeak 
My  thoughts  >  I  ufe  not  to  diffemble ,  I  love 
Plain  dealing  —  Drawer  bring  to  pay. 

Old  Wine.  There’s  nothing  Sir >  Fyc  Sir  FormaU  —  put  not 
That  forc’d  expreflion  on  your  Friend  —  fo  fmali 
A  thing  as  this  (hould  not  be  fpoke  of. 

Sir  For.  Well  Sir,  I  know  your  temper,  and  will  urge  it  no 
Further-,  I’le  go  home  and  prepare  my  Wifeand 
Daughter  for  your  Entertainment ,  pray  be  no 
Stranger  to  my  houle,  and  let  your  Son  come 
Often,  Iftiallexpe&him  an  hour  hence,  according 
To  your  promife. 

Old  Wine*  Sir,  he  ftall  only  go  home  and  change  his  habit, 
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And  wait  on  you  immediatly  —  Tint,  a  Complement 
At  parting  —  de’e  hear - 

Small.  Go  Sir  . —  the  laft  I  taught  you, 

Tun.  Sir,  when  I  have  imbellifh’d  my  felf  with  external  accoutre¬ 
ments,  ht  to  be  feen,  and  received  by  a  perfon  of  your  merit  and  gran¬ 
deur  ,  l  fhall  not  fail  to  implo.y  my  internal  endowments  to  deferve 
the  honour  to  kifs  the  hand  of  your  fair  Daughter, 

Sir  For.  Very  well  Sir  - I  apprehend  your  meaning,  though  your 

phrafe  be  fomewhat  odd - my  welcom  (hall  return  my  anfwer  to 

you.  In  the  mean  time  I  take  my  leave. — •  [Exit  Sir  Form. 

Old  Wine.  So  now  lets  home  ,  l  have  commanded  my  Taylor  to 
make  thee  a  Rich  Suit  1 'ini.  Nay,  thou  (halt  want  for  nothing  Boy,-  be 
but  induftrious.  And  Mr,  Smallrvit t  fet  him  but  forward  in  what  he  is 
begun  ;  let  me  but  hear  that  he  is  thought  a  Wit,  and  pJayes  the  Cri- 
tick  handfomly  i  the  Cricick,  methinks  the  very  word  is  modi(h. 

Small.  He  fhall  do  this,  and  more  He  warrant  you  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  Rail  at  a  Poets  lines,  and  lilt  the  meaning ,  efpeciaily  if  he 
be  but  a  dabbler,  a  novice  in  the  art  s  then  let  him  jraign  tyrannically, 
’twill  procure  Fame,  whether  he’s  right  or  no, 

Small  He  has  that  knack  already  Sir,  and  fear  not  hee’l  perfevere. 

Old  Wine,  Be fure  thou  doft  Boy - but  we  wafle  the  time,  thou 

wilt  be  long  a  drelhng :  Come  let’s  in.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lady  Ancient,  Mrs.  Penelope.  . 

Lady  A.  Sir  Formal  told  you  right  Daughter, you  know  not  the  tricks,  - 
nor  the  debauches  oftheTown;  What  Plots,  what  fecret  Jugglings  are 
abroad,  therefore  I  fay  take  heed  ;  I  have,  I  thank  my  ftars,been  ever  ac¬ 
counted  of  an  immaculate  Life  and  Converfation,  and  I  would  have  that 
Fame  defeend  on  you,  which  with  fuch  great  diferetion  I  have  purchaft  > 
but  then  you  muft  deferve  it,  , 

Pen.  Madam,  I  hope  I  (hall,  I  think  you  yet  ne’re  faw  me  guilty  of 
any  vice,  could  give  you  caufe'to  doubt  my  future  virtue. 

Lady  A.  Your  Virtue  —  -no,  l  fear  not  that,  'twere  a  fin  to  ima¬ 
gine  my  blood  could  c’re  rebel,  Sir  Formal 1  too,  though  I  mifiike  his 
ff arch t  behaviour  and.  opinion  ,  was  once  a  Virtuofo,  and  therefore 
think  not  I  doubt  your  virtue }  no,  ’t is  your  deftiny  I  fear. 

Pen.  Your  fears  are  fruitlefs  Madam  *,  I  ne’rc  was  yet  fo  wedded  to  my 
will,  to  chufe  before  a  tryal  had  made  proof  whether  he  did  deferve  it : 
Were  I  not  fure  (he  knows  nothing  of  my  Love  to  Franck^  Amorous ,  this 
would  a  little  (la*  tie  me.  [ Aftde. . 

Lady  A ,  1  do  believe  thee,  yet  give  me  leave  to  fear: 

Is  it  not  (een,  a  Lady  vyhofe  fame  for  breeding 
Anddefcent,  is  loudly  fpoken  of  •,  gets  a  toy  in  her  head, 

Marries  her  Footman,  and  gives  the  Flambeau  for  her  CrelL 
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Another,  charm’d  with  the  flatteries  offome  fmooth  tongu’d  feducer. 
Sells  her  honour,  and  whole  race,  to  infamy, 

Ruines  her  felf  i  and  laftly  dies  a  Beggar. 

Pen.  Thefe  are  fad  Moralls  Madam. 

Lady  A,  But  moft  true  i  when  I  was  young,  adorn’d  with  blooming 
Beauty,  for  without  vanity  I  could  fo  term  it ,  I 

Was  admir’d,  fu’d  to  oft  by  many - many 

Writh  Prefents  woo’d  me,  many  with  Poetry,  fome 
Would  urge  their  merits,  fome  their  Fortunes : 

Others  would  light  >  and  happy  then  was  he  that 
Could  procure  a  fmile  to  grace  his  enterprize: 

For  I  well  knowing  the  power  of  my  attractions, 

Kept  fuch  a  mean  of  favour  ’twixt  ’em  all, 

That  none  could  boaft  his  Fortune  ordifpair  : 

5Tis  true, I  fometimes  long’d  for  what  they  offer’d, 

But  with  a  trick  I  had,  a  cunning  trick, 

I  kept  it  from  their  knowing  >  at  laid  your  Father, 

Who  then  was  held  a  man  of  rare  endowments  , 

Though  now  they  are  abuled  by  his  Cuftoms : 

So  took  me  with  his  ’haviour  and  good  parts. 

For  he  had  excellent  parts  —  fo  that  for  his  fake 
I  quitted  all  the  reft.  N 

Pen.  And  left  them  Willowes. 

Lady  A.  Every  man  of ’em  ; — -  Therefore  I  fay  look  through 
The  man  you  love :  Obferve  his  parts  well, 

Then  view  his  Eftate  •>  for  fome  there  are  have  neither. 

Pen.  Neither  Parts  nor  Eftate,  goodnefs  defend  me 
From  fuch  a  one  I  by  your  inftru&ions  Madam,  I 
Shall  not  doubt  to  guard  my  felffromfuch 
Imminent  danger  :  Blefs  me,  neither  Parts  nor  Eftate  / 

Lady  A.  Hulk,  here’s  your  Father. 

Enter  Sir  Formal!. 

Sir.  For.  Sweet  heart  and  Daughter,  are  you  there? 

That’s  well,  go  prefently  to  your  Chamber  and  drefs 
Your  felf,  here’s  a  Gentleman  coming  to  fee  you^ 

Go  I  fay. 

Pen.  Shall  I  not  know  his  name  ? 

Sir  For.  No  marry  (hall  you  not,  let  it  fuffiee  ’tis  a  good 
Catholick  name,  and  I  approve  ofit, 

No  more  queftions,  but  obey  me. 

Pen.  I  fhall  Sir  !  - — this  is  certainly  the  new  Suiter 
He  talkt  of,  and  heaven  knows  I  am  ill  provided 
For  an  Amour. 
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Sit  For,  Come  fweet  heart  lets  go  in,  for  I  have 
A  world  of  news  to  tell  thee. 

Lady  A.  But  little  good  I  fear,  iftherebea  world  on’t 

Sir.  For.  Thou’it  find  there’s  a  great  deal  of  good  in't, 

I  feldom  fail  to  mifs  of  my  ddignef*. 

Come  in,  and  be  partaker.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III.  Chamber- back. 

I 

Enter  Frank  Amorous,  ^  Betty. 

Bett.  By  ventring  to  bring  you  hither,  I  hope  Sir,  you 
Perceive  that  I  am  not  unwilling  to  be  ungrateful), 

Efpecially  having  tailed  your  bounty  in  fo  liberal  a  manner. 

Fran,  You  over-rate  the  trifle  I  have  given  you ;  Pray  do 
Not  fpeak  of  it >  —  Is  this  the  Chamber  } 

Bett.  This  leads  to  hers  —  have  but  a  little  patience, 

With  which  I  know  Sir,  I  you  are  ftill  provided. 

I’le  go  and  prepare  her  for  your  viflt,  In  a  more 
Efpecial  manner,  becaufe  I  would  appear 
Grateful  to  a  perfon  I  have  been  fo  fcnfibly  oblig’d  to. 

Fran.  You  fpeak  what  I  fhould  fay,  and  make  me  bjuih, 

I  am  fo  poor  in  thanks.  Exit  Betty , 

This  will  in  time  make  an  excellent  Bawd, 

I  find  by  her  pall’d  Rhetorick. 

This  profit  is  a  powerful  charm. 

It  turns  and  winds  e'm  into  any  form: 

She’s  coming  up  with  the  Lady,  who  if  I  find 
But  loves  me,  I  have  a  blefling  pail  all  rccompence. 

Enter  Penelope  and  Betty. 

Fen.  This  is  the  height  of  impudence,  to  bring  a  man,  a  young  man 
too  into  my  Chamber  without  my  knowledge. 

Bett.  Madam,  he  told  me  he  mull  needs  fpeak  with  you 
About  an  important  concerne,  and  knowing  your 
Fathers  hafty  temper,  was  afraid  to  let  him  fee  him. 

Fen.  And  was  there  no  where  to  bring  him  to,  but 
My  Chamber  ?  No  hole,  or  by  Corner  to  make 
Him  do  pennance  in  for  his  infolence,  but  my 
Apartment  i  you  had  beft  fome  other  time 
Shut  him  up  into  my  Clofet,  till  i’m  a  Bed. 

Fran.  Well  thought  on  i’gad  Madam  if  my  rude  entrance. 

Fen .  Sir,  I  need  no  Apologies  and  excufes,  and  indeed  confidering  it 
rightly,  although  my  behaviour  has  been  fuch,  as  not  to  give  any  one 
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caufe,  or  licence  to  intrude  into  my  privacies  i  you  are  not  fo  much  to 
be  blam’d  as  (he  is. 

Fran,  Oh,  nay  it  is  well  enough - . 

Fen.  For  you  perhaps  but  followed  your  own  inclination ,  and  pur- 
fuancc  of  the  affair  you  fay  you  have,  but  that  he  fhou’d  dare  to  do  this. 

Fran.  Madam  it  was  at  my  requeft. 

Fen.  At  your  requeft  /.  it  feems  then  (he’s  your  acquaintance. 

Fran,  No, ’faith  Madam,  not  my  acquaintance  >  for  though  there  are 
fome  certain  feafons  when  all  women  are  alike  to  me  ,  yet  for  the  molt 
part  my  ambition  foars  above  the  fruition  of  a  Chambermaid. 

Fen,  Sir,  the  Chara&er  you  give  your  felf ,  I  was  fufficiently  ac¬ 
quainted  with  in  the  laft  vifit  you  made  me  *  I  hope  you  come  about  the 
old  affair,  fome  love  Emba fly  from  Bernard  ? 

Fran.  From  Bernard  Madam  >  ha,  ha,  ha,  though  once  to  do  .him  a 
Curteiie,  and  as  a  Friend  I  follicitedhiscaufe,  I  am  not  ty’d  to  do  that 
Office;  I  take  no  fees  Madam,  befides  atprefent,  Heaven  be  prais'd,  I 
have  other  buftnefs  i  bufinefs  of  my  own,  would  you  but  be  pleas’d  to 
give  me  a  hearing. 

Pen.  I’me  glad  of  that : 

Now  if  it  hit  but  right  > —  Siryou’l  oblige  me 
To  impart  it  quickly,  for  I’me  a  little  in  haft. 

Frank, .  Venus  (ox  me  then ,  now  the  Tale  begins , 

I;  fa  w  the  Letter  you  wrote  to  Bernard. 

Pen.  It  may  be  fo. 

Frank •  I  faw  alfo  the  Commendations  you  gave  me  there. 

Fen.  Suppofe  all  this. 

Frank  And  thereby  gather  that.  — — 

Fen.  Thar,  what  ? 

Frank  Command  your  Woman  hence,  and  I’le  declare  it. 

Fen.  Sure  ’tis  no  fecret. 

Frank •  Faith  but  it  is  —  a  great  one  too. 

Pen.  Wait  in  the  next  room  till  I  call  for  you.  [  Exit  Betty . 

Now  Sir  be  free  in  your  Relation. 

Frank  Why  Madam,  as  I  was  faying  before,  I  gather  by  your  kind 
Chara&erof  me  to  Bernard,  that  you  are  —  moft  defperately  in  love 
with  me. 

Fen.  I,  in  love?  —  what  Hull  Ido? - my  Bluffies  will  betray 

me, 

Frank  Yes  Madam,  and  with  me.  Nay,  do  not  mince  the  matter, 

I  find  it  by  your  Eyes,  it  muft  befoi  y’are  deeply 
Ingag’d  that’s  certain  j  but  have  a  good  heart 
Madam,  I  am  not  cruel,  I’m  of  a  melting  nature  * 

You  may  new  mould,  and  work  me  even  as  you  pleafei 
An  eafie  yielding  temper,  I,  Heaven  knows. 

Pen, .'Tis  very  likely  Sir, —  yet  fure’twill  hardly  be 
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my  fate  to  put  you  to  the  Ted  —  I’m  in  Love - and  with  you? 

Franks  Yes  Madam  with  me,  ’dsdeath  is  that  fo  drange  ? 

Fen.  You  had  bed  perfwade  me  to’t. 

Franks  Faith  I  am  endeavouring  it  as  fad  as  I  can. 

Pen.  Now  I  perceive  the  vanity  of  your  Sex  i  becaufe  a  Lady  per, 
haps  accidentally  fmiles  upon  you,  or  grants  you  an  occafional  Salute, 
you  prefently  think  (bee’s  in  love. 

Frank,.  No/,  but  when  a  Lady  writes  to  a  man  (he  do’s  not*  and 
fends  it  by  a  Gentleman  i  and  in  her  Letter  terms  the  faid  Gentleman 
with  the  terms  of  fweet  Mr.  fuch  a  one,  Dear  Mr.  fuch  a  one,  Worthy 
Mr.  A.  and  the  like*,  what  (hould  a  man  think,  is  not  this  Love  ? 
’Gad  'tis  extade,  meer  extafie. 

Pen.  Common  Civility  will  allow  of  praifes,  cfpecially  if  we  think 
our  felves  oblig’d.  ‘ 

Franks  But  praifes  with  fuch  attributes  Madam,  There’s  the  point. 
Praife  is  the  Friend  of  .Love  :  And  that  Woman  that  praifes  a  rruuis 
parts,  undoubtedly  covets  what  (he  commends  i  as  we  extol  that  Beau¬ 
ty  mod  we  delire  to  enjoy. 

Pen.  Andean  you  think,  if  I  did  ever  love  you,  which  allure  your 
felf  I  do  not,  I  could  ever  be  brought  to  confefs  it,  when  you  upbraid 
me  thus ;  no,  I  look  upon  you  as  a  man  unworthy —  bafe,  and  ill- 

natur’d  — and  perhaps  unmanly - I’le  curb  him  in  a  little,  though 

_my  heart  akesfor’t. 

Franks  So,  I  lookt  for  this  —  this  fretting  has  confirm’d  my  Opi¬ 
nion —  ’tis  certain  (he  loves  me  above  meafures  poor  Soul !  how  her 
heart  fwells - But  Madam  : 

Pen.  I’le  hear  nothing  - - ■  tax  me  with  a  light  Love  Sir  — —  ’twas 

a  word  that  I  mud  tell  you  ill  becomes  a  dranger,  nor  can  our  fmall 
acquaintance. 

Frank,.  Do  but  hear  me. 

Pen.  'Tis  an  affront,  almod  pad  all  forgivenefs  i 
With  another  ’twould'be  counted  an  Infolence, 

Pad-hdp.cs  of  reconciling  —  but  my  too  eafie  nature.  - - 

Franks  So  now  (he  melts  agen,  (  this  is  the  very 
QuintdTence  of  paflion  )  — — *  [_  afide. 

/I  know  your  nature  Excellent  as  your  felf ; 

And  Madam,  make  me  not  unhappy  in  your 
Difpleafure,  by  a  few  ftafhy  words i  Heaven 
Knows  only  the  Overflows  of  a  glad  Tongue, 

Proud  to  declare  your  virtues. 

Pen.  Yes  by  upbraiding  me. 

Franl{.  I  upbraid  thee !  by  Heaven  I  do  not,  and  now, 

(  Since  it  mud  out  )  know  that  I  love  you,  doat 
On  you,  and  dye  till  I  enjoy  you.  Now 
Have  mercy  upon- me  I  befeech  thee. 
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fen.  This  paffion  you  pretend  to,  is  fo  (hort  liv’d,  that 
The  next  fair  objedf,  I  doubt  not,  will 
Reduce  it  to  fomewhat  newer,  and  more  eafie  to  your  temper. 

Franks  With  other  men  perhaps  it  might - but  Madam, 

I  am  the  Eternai’ft  Lover,  the  m  oft  tranfported 
Thing,  I  am  like  Chaff  before  a  burning  Glafs,  and 
Every  glance  from  your  eye  converts  me  into  flame. 

fen.  Your  comfort  will  be,  that  you  have  but  a  (hort  time 
To  be  tormented. 

Franks  Oh,  to  Eternity  Madam  i. —  when  lam  abfent  from  you, in 
My  Dreams,  I  (hall  hover  over  your  Idea,  and  beget 
Such  an  innumerable  Quantity  of  Conceipts  and  Fancies, 

’Twould  diftrad  another.  ■  ' ;  [ 

fen.  No,  not  a  Man  that  flies  like  a  Hawk,  at  all  Games* 

As  you  do; 

Franks  I  Madam - well,  a  lye  muft  help  me  out.  [  afide . 


Enter  Betty.  . 


Betty,  O  Madam!  what  (hall  we  do  ?  we  are  undone. 

Pen ♦  Why/  what’s  the  matter. 

Betty.  Slipping  down  Stairs  to  fee  what  your  Father  was  doing, 

I  faw  him  at  the  door  receiving  from  a  Foot-man  a  Letter. 

Direded  Sir,  to  you.  '  :  ,  . 

Franks  Tome!  -  ■ 

Betty.  ToyouSir*  forbearing  the  Foot- man  affirm  he  faw  you  come 
inhere,  and  feeing  your  Father  about  to  open  it,  I  run  and  fnatcht  it 
from  him  j  and  came  up,  leaving  him  pursuing  me  with  as  much  haft  as 
his  Age  or  Gout  would  permit  him :  but  for  Heavens  fake  ufe  fome  e 
means  to  hide  this  Gentleman  i  for  hee’l  be  here  immediately. 

Pen.  What  (hall  I  do  !  Tine  at  my  Wits  end, 

-  Frank .  And  foam  I,  poxon’t  how unluckie ’s  this? 

Pen.  Stay,  I’ve  hit  of  a  device  will  certainly  do, 

IF  Betty,  you  play  your  part  but  well. 

Betty.  I  Madam  . —  doubt  not  me,  I’le  do  any  thing  to  appear 
Serviceable  to  this  worthy  and  bountiful  Gentleman.  % 

Franks  ’Gad  I  will  be  bountiful  to  thee  indeed,  if 
Thou  canft  but  bring  me  well  off  now. 

Betty.  What  is’t  good  Madam  ?  .  > 

Pen.  Why  this  Sir,  you  muft  pretend  to  be  her  Brother, 

Newly  come  from  Travel ;  to  which  purpofe  talk  of 
The  Cuftomi  of  fome  forreign  Countries, 

And  your  excufe  for  fnatching  the  Letter  away, 

Being  for  your  Brother,  will  be  more  pi  auflble. 
lie  to  my  Glafs,  and  teem  to  be  dreffing  my  Head  — ^ 

*Ha£k. 
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Hark,  he’s  coming,  be  Cure  you  do  it  handfomly. 

Betty.  I’le  warrant  you  Madam come  Sir. 

Franks  This  will  certainly  doi  well,  thou  art  a  witty  Devil,  I’lc 
fay  that  for  thee :  I  wonder  whence  this  Letter  fhould  corac,  fromfomc 
of  my  Miftreflcs  doubt lefs  that  want  company:  I’le  not  read  it  till  1 
have  more  lcifure,  —  he  comes. 

Sir  For.  within.  Why  Hufwife,  where  are  you?  ha,  are  you  crept 
into  fome  Corner,  I’lc  fetch  you  out  with  a  vengeance,  a  young  baggage 
to  dare  to  do  this. 

Enter  Sir  Formall. 

Ha,  what’s  here  i*  a  Man!  and  in  my  Daughters  Chamber > 

Betty.  My  Brother  Sir,  newly  return’d  from  Travel  > 

Well,  and  are  there  fuch  rare  things  in  Rovte,  (ay  you? 

Frank, :  Beyond  expreffion  rare  —  wou’d  I  were  there 
For  an  hour.  ,  \_aftde . 

Sir  For.  But  where’s  the  Letter  Miftrefs  you  fnatcht  from  me  ?  did 
your  Brother  bid  you  do  that  ?  hah  ! 

Betty.  No  indeed  Sir,  but  fearing  you  would  look  into  the  fecrets 
of  our  Family,  which  you  conceive  is  dear  tome,  I  took  it  of  my  own 
accord. 

Sir  For.  Was  the  Letter  yours  Sir  ? 

Frank.  I  muft  prefumc  to  own  it. 

Sir  For.  No  prefumption  Sir,  but  pray  from  whence  came  it  ? 

Franks,  From  Italy  Sir,  from  a  good  Friend  of  mine  s  and  intending 
to  vifit  my  Sifter,  I  bid  the  Porter  bring  it  to  me  here. 

Sir  For.  The  Porter  Sir,  why  I  had  it  from  a  Foot-man. 

Franks  ’dsdeath  I  fhall  fpoil  all. 

Betty.  But  Sir  he  has  formerly  bia  a  Porter,  though  now  he  is  pre- 
ferr’d. 

Sir  For.  Umph  —  like  enough. 

Franks  Well  (aid  i’Fairh  — -  a  Guiney  more  for  that. 

Betty.  But  Brother,  you  han’t  told  me  half  enough  of  the  rarities 
you  have  feen  in  your  Travels. 

Sir  F^r.  I,  come  Sir,  pray  let’s  hear  fome  of  the  wonders  at  Kewe, 
and  other  places,  theftory  muft  needs  be  pleafing;  pray  make  a  brief 
defer  iptbn. 

Frank.  ’Zounds  what  fhall  I  do  now  ?  for  I  know  nothing  of  Fome 
but  the  name  >  but  ’tmay  be  he’s  as  ignorant  as  I,  and  then  I  am  warm 

enough - Why  Sir,  as  to  the  Climate,  ’tis  much  about  the  temper 

'twas  of  old,  hottiih  and  dry,  theHoufes  largely  built,  and  uniform  \ 
the  people  ordivers  Complexions,  and  much  given  to  Eafe,  more  indeed 
then  to  Devotion  •,  a  pleafant  Country  Sir,  and  for  the  moft  part 
fruitful; 


Sir 
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Sir  For.  It  was  when  I  was  there  ;  but’tis  fo  long  fince,  that  by 
my  Faith  I  havealmofl  forgot  if »  well  Sir,  and  how  looks  th ^Vatican  ? 
does  he  hand  floutly  hill  >  and  do’s  he  hill  triumph  in  his  Age  and  Ex" 
ceilence? 

F rankj  The  Vatican  !  what  a  Devil’s  that  ? 

Betty,  Now  is  he  a  pumping :  Madam,  ’tis  a  damn’d  hard  word, 
that  I  cannot  help  him  for  my  life. 

Sir  F  or.  Do’s  he  hill  hold  his  Head  above  the  red  ? 

And  want  no  Succour,  nor  no  Aid  to  help  him  » 

He  has  bin  an  old  Standard,  but  a  brave  one. 

Frank,.  This  muft  certainly  be  the  Pope  he  means,  and  calls  by  fome 
Nick  -name.  *  \_  afide. 

Sir  For.  Come  pray  Sir  tell  me,  you’re  too  flow  in  anfwer. 

Betty.  Now  do  I  fweat  for  him. 

Frank,.  I’gad  ITe  venture on’t :  why  faith  he  do’s  very  bravely  flill, 
and  is  very  much  renown’d  in  Italy  \  but  there  has  lately  happen’d  a 
difafler. 

Sir  For.  What’s  that  good  Sir  ? 

Frank,.  Why  Sir  he  has  within  thefe  few  Months  bin  troubled  with  a 
violent  —  and  very  damnable  Fit  of  the  Stone. 

Sir  For.  What  fay  you  Sir  ? 

Frank,.  And  hardly  fcap’d  with  life  Sir,  I  aflureyou. 

Sir  For.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Vatican  troubled  with  the  Stone:  madnefs 
i’th  heights  but  hark  you  Sir,  perhaps  you  mean,  there  ha’s  bin  a  Hur¬ 
ricane  of  late  that  has  damag’d  fome  of  her  Turret,  and  overthrown 
fome  fuperfluous  Stones,  whofe  ftrength,  age  had  decay’d  :  mean  you 
not  lb  Sir  > 

Frank,.  So  Sir,  yes  Sir,  what  a  Devil  fhould  I  mean  elfe  :  well  I’le 
make  haft  away,  leaft  he  fhould  ask  any  more  queftions.  Sir,  Your 
humble  Servant :  Dear  Siller,  adieu  •>  Tie  wait  on  you  again  at  my  next 
leifure,  Vatican  with  a  Pox,  a  Curfe  of  my  dull  pate.  Exit 

Sir  For.  A  witty  underfland'ng  man  I’le  warrant  him  >  how  wittily 
he  Joak’d  upon  me.  Come  Daughter  lets  go  down,  by  this  the  Gen¬ 
tleman  is  ready  to  come,  who,  I’le  allure  you,  is  hrfl,  accomplifh’d  with 
parts  to  your  defire,  and  not  mine  j  Secondly,  with  wealth  to  my  de¬ 
fire,  though  not  yours  »  and  I  command  you  to  ufe  him  well,  for 
believe,  ' 

No  bleffing,  but  a  difeontent  jhe  owns, 
iVhofe  want  of  duty  reap  her  Fathers  frown/. 
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ACT.  III. 

Scene  I.  Covent- Gar  den. 

Enter  Frank  Amorous. 

Franks  O,  I  have  got  away  with  much  ado  •,  Impudence  was,  I 
"  mutV  needs  confefs,  my  great  Friend,  or  elfe  I  had  never 

bin  able  to  hold  out  againft  that  Eternal  old  Fellow,  who 
would  have  ply’d  me  with  new  queflions  >  but  now  to  my  Letter,  I 
hope  Vis  from  fome  new  rare  Creature  in  Love  with  me,  and  fent  this 
to  point  an  ahignation.  [’reads* 

Since  you  leave  bin  bafe  and  treacherous ,  you  ought  inreafon  to  expeCi  the 
reward  of  bafenefs  and faljh,od  i  kjtow  therefore ,  that  being  betray' d,  me 
and  my  injury's  infupport  able,  till  reveng’d:  I  defire  you  to  meet  me  in  the 
plain  Field  below  Lambs-  Conduit,  about  6  this-  Afternoon,  without  a  fe¬ 
cund,  to  render  fatijfaftion  ■>  and  affure  your  felf,  though  your  treachery 
has  made  me  miferable ,  my  attion  fbak  fpeal {  me  brave  and  generous, 

Bernard. 

Was  ever  hopes  fo  fruftrated  ?  this  is  a  Challenge,  and  o’  my  Con- 
fcienceif  I  fhould  furvey  my  felf  throughly,  I  am  not  provided  for’t. 
This  damn’d  Cuftorn  of  Wenching  has  made  me  as  damn’d  a  Coward, 
as  a  Bully  that  fights  for  hire,  {meet  me  in  the  plain  Field  below  Lambs- 
Conduit )  and  ’gad  I  will  meet  thee  there,  come  what  will,  fince  lam 
invited.  I  had  Courage  once,  and  have  yet  I  hope  fome  grains  :  if  I  am 
kill’d  I  have  the  fewer  fins  toanfwer  for,  and  if  I  live,  I’ve  the  longer 
time  to  repent*,  at  5  a  Clock,  and  now  it  wants  of  5,  well,  I’le  firft 
go  difpatch  a  fmall  affair,  and  then  have  at  him. 

Men  only  live  to  further  fate's  defign , 

'Taras  Plato’s  moral  once ,  but  now  'tis  mine.  [_Exit 

Scene  IF. 

•  %  1 

Enter  Sir  Formall,  Lady  Ancient,  Tim,  Smallwit,  Betty,  Mrs.  Penelope 

Sir  For.  Once  morey’are  welcome  Sir  >  and  pray  excufe  me  if  I  am 
not  altogether  Ceremonious  as  fome,  that  love  the  mode,  and  cherifh 
vanity  ;  my  humour  fa  my  Law  Sir,  therefore  pray  cxcufe  me. 
But  where’s  your  Father  ? 
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Tim.  Sir,  he’s  gone  to  walk  ip.  the  Fields,  the  old  Gentleman  loves 
Air. 

Lady  An.  Sir,  though  Sir  Formal!  hold  it  unneceflary  to  exprefs  the 
welcom  of  aperlon  of;ncrit  in  defcent,  and  modilh  phrafes  i  yet  there 
are  fome  who  underhand  the  behaviour  fit  tofce  us’d  on  fuch  Occafions  : 
Sir  !  your  prefence  is  an  honour  to  our  Houfe. 

Tim.  Madam,  Sir  Formall  knows  that  I  defire  to  appear  no  ftrangerj 
I  have,  I  thank  my  Fortune,  fo  much  knowledge  of  the  Town,  not 
to  let  modefty  obfcure  good  meaning  •,  I  know  what’s  Courtly  Madam, 
and  approve  it. 


Enter  a  Lawyer  with  a  Deed . 

Law.  Sir,  here’s  the  Deed  :  wilt  pleafe  you  to  perufe  it  ? 

Sir  For.  I  come,  Sweet.heart,  prithee  thy  Ear  a  little, 

Fen.  Indeed  Sir  I  think  it  very  fine.  [_T heyread. 

Tim.  Madam,  it  would  have  bin  fo,  had  it  bin  well  order’d  >  but 
this  damn’d  Son  of  a  Whore  Taylor  had  made  it  too  narrow  in  the 
Bread  \  the  Buttons  are  not  half  big  enough  neither. 

Fen.  Methinks  they’re  very  well  Sir ;  however,  your  grateful  perfon, 
were  they  ill  made,  would  make  e’m  Comely. 

Tim.  Why  ’faith  Madam  as  you  fay,  a  graceful  perfonjdo’s  much, 
very  much,  the  well  fpreadingof  the  Shoulders,  and  ftraightnefs,  adds 
much  to  the  (hapei  and  yet  without  the  pofture,  the  medifh  Augult 
4  Garb,  and  Courtly  mean,  the  (hape  is  nothing. 

Fen.  What  an  Idol  do’s  this  fellow  make  of  himfelP 

Tim.  Madam  take  it  from  me,  ’tis  a  hard  matter  to  fee  a  man  de¬ 
mean  himfelf  with  judgement,  the  Town’s  a  ftrenger  to’t  —  how  do 
*  I  do  this  ? 'hi  • —  j_  afide. 

Small.  Exceeding  well  Sir,  but  forward. 

Tim.  There  are  indeed  a  fort  of  empty  fellows,  that  have  pretences 
that  would  feem  to  know  the  ElTcnce  of  good  Carriage  •>  but  fearch 
c’m  throughly, - far,  far  fhort  on’t. 

Fen.  Some  fuch  there  are  indeed  Sir  ,  but  others  that  though  they 
have  not  that  Modifh  mean  you  lpeak  of,  may  have  Wit  which  may  fup* 
ply  the  others  want. 

Tim.  Wit,  Madam, - why  there’s  a  famine  on’t  \  but  now  alas  the 

times  are  Metamorphos’d  ,  there’s  no  wit  ftirring. 

Fen.  Sir,methinks  there  has  been  a  great  many  very  witty  Playes 
come  out  lately. 

Tim .  Ah, - dull,  dull,  Madam,  —  dull  to  the  tenth  degree,  no¬ 

thing  but  prolix  phrafes  ,and  bombaft, hardly  a  word  of  fenfe,  or  fancy  in 
’em  i  our  Poets  now  take  it  from  me  Madam,  have  nothing  ofeonceit ; 
One  writes  of  Rural  Wit  bubbled  by  Carmen, another  of  Inchantments, 
Bears  and  Mongers,  and  fuch  a  coil  they  keep  with  their  new  fancies, 

E  2  that 
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that  wit  and  fenfe  are  loft,  quite  loft,  abolifh't  i  nothing  remains  but 
the  meer  dregs  of  fancy  \  you  may  believe  me  Madam. 

Fen.  Sir,  Tie  not  prefume  toqueftion  it,  or  doubt  the  truth  of  what 
you  fay,  though  I  confefs  it  feems  a  little  ftrange. 

Tim.  I  grant  it  may  Madam,  and  by  theaway  let  me  tell  you,  another 
would  nc  t  have  found  it  out-,  I  have  I  thank  my  ftars,  fome  certain 
guifts  which  others  want  \  ’tis  as  Providence  decree’s,  every  one  has  his 
Talent. 

Fen.  But  not  alike,  I  hope  Sir. 

Tim.  No  Madam,!  hope  to  fee  that  :  the  truth  is, I  love  to  be  free, and 
ptthaps  frtyrica!  in  my  opinion,  and  I  doubt  not  but  you  are  acquainted 
with  the  mode, and  know  what  becomes  a  Gentleman  i  for ’faith  (hould 
we  not  fbmetimes  dive  into  the  fecrets  of  Wit,  and  reprove  miftakes, 
thefc  Raically  Poets  would  grow  infolent ,  there  would  be  no  living 
for ’em,  we  ftaould  be  fo  perpetually  tormented  with  Lampoons-,  but 
'gad  I  cramp  the  Rafcals, 

Fen.  Would  thou  vvert  crampt  and  gag’d,  fo  I  vvere  rid  of  thee. 

Tm,  You’d  laugh  to  fee  how  afraid  they  are  of  me  ,  to’ther  day  Mfs- 
dam,  I  went  to  fee  a  Play,  and  fitting  ’mongft  the  reft  in  the  Wits 
Corners  I  know  not  what,  bjtfomewhat  l  miflik’t,  and  raifed  ahifs, 
which  prefcntly  was  feconded  by  all  the  Wits  :  But  to  fee  the  poor 
fellow  the  Poet,  peep  out  between  the  Scenes  ,  and  (hake  his  empty 
head,  to  fee  his  Ten  Months  labour  fo  rewarded,  would  have  made  you 
die  with  Laughter,  ha,  haxha. 

Small.  In  this  Madam,  you  rather  condemn  my  Judgment,  then  ex- 
cufe  your  want  of  merit.  But  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  if  I  have  any 
Wit,  you  are  a  woman  of  great  parts.  Do  you  fee  that  Gentleman  ? 

Bett.  Yes  Sir.  methinks  a  man  of  Excellent  good  Parrs. 

Small.  He  is  fo,  yet  this  —  this  Modifh  Gallant  that’s  nowfo  brisk 
and  ayrie,  did  I  within  thefe  three  dayes  draw  out  of  a  lump  of  igno¬ 
rance,  a  wretched  lump,  a  thing  ofnothing,  mould,  ftampt  and  fram’d 
him  as  you  fee,  and  of  a  Coxcomb,,  changd’d  him  to  a  Courtier,  a  Mo- 
dith  fellow,  and  the  Son  of  Fortune —  Sir,  your  Verfes,  you  forget 
that - 

lim.  Hu(h,  I  warrant  thee - Madam,  to  let  you  fee,  that  what  l 

fpeak  is  Reafon,  you  lhallyour  felfbe  judge-,  I  have  a  Copy  of  Verfes 
here, given  me  by  one  of  the  Poets,  who  deli r’d  my  opinion  of’em  — ~  ah, 
here  they  are  Madam  —  I’le  read  ’em  to  you  -> — ■  hum,  ’tis  an  Encomi¬ 
um  on  his  Miftrefs.. 

Beftof  thy  Sex,  and  brighter  then  the  Moon 

At  her  full  Glory,  ottheSun  at  Noon; 

Sweet  as  a  bed  of  Rofes,  far  above 

All  th  t  ever  yet  pretend  to  Love. 

For  thou  appear’ft  ,  as  if  thou  would  perfwade 

Men  to  believe,  for  thee,  Lovefirft  made, 

Of, 


/ 


The  Fool  turn'd  Critick.  a  9 

Or  that  theblifs  of  nature  ftiould  conted: 

With  the  delightful  Lodging  of  thy  bread. 

Zealots  releafe  thebldlingshcapt  above 

Oflafling  Raptures,  and  immortal  Love. 

But  Jove  ,  and  all  his  Crowd  of  joyes  (houldbe 

Difpis’d  and  flighted  for  a  taft  of  thee. 

This  and  a  great  deal  more  fuch  fluffe  is  here,  fuch  — —  much  - —  ’gad 
lam  e’en  fick  to  read  it. 

Pen.  Mcthinks  they  are  very  well  Sir,  only  a  little  too  full  of  rap- 
ture,and  flattery  —  but  that  may  be  born  withali. 

Tim.  Well  Madam,  I  fee  your  deflgn,  ha,  ha,  ha,  tobantor  the  poor 

fellow  :  —  but - ’twon’t  do,  what  anfwer  do  you  think  I  made, 

. —  whatde’e  think  I  did  with ’em  ? 

Pen.  Why,  I  fuppofe  Sir,  you  fpoke  indifferently  ,  and  the  lefs  criti¬ 
cally  becaufe  you  intended  to  encouiage  him, 

‘Iim.  Encourage  him  ?  ’dsdeath  encourage  a  Poet,  I’de  fooner  do’t 
toaCutpurfe,  and  more  good  I  (hall  get  by  him —  no  Madam,  I 
dafrm’d  it  * —  damn’d  it  to  the  Center. 

Pen.  But  Sir,  you  had  no  reafon  for’t,  the  verfes  did  not  deferve  it. 

Tim.  Pith - -  that's  no  matter,  it  quell’d  the  Rafcalls  hopes ,  why 

fhould  I  have  encouraged  him,  and  prais’d  what  he  had  writ,  ’tis  ten 
to  one  within  this  twelve  months ,  he  would  have  writ  a  Play,  and 
made  a  Character  of  me,  but ’gad  1  dafh’this  hopes,  hisMufe,  and  he 
will  hardly  be  reconcil'd  this  month  through  the  fright  I  put  him  in. 

Pen.  Well,  this  is  the  moft  in  toller  able  Fop,  thatever  I  faw,  there’s 
no  enduring  him.  [Afide. 

Sir  For.  And  let  me  have  that  Mannor  too  incerted  as  a  Covenant 
for  repairs,  and  fail  not  on’t  tomorrow.  [Exit  Lawyers 

Pray  Sir,  give  your  excufe,  ’tis  only  a  little  parcel  of  Land  which  I  de¬ 
termine  for  my  Daughters  Joynture  — *  but  come  lets  in  to  Dinner,  by 
this  time  ’tis  ready - and  once  more  welcome  to  my  houfe. 

Small.  I  am  too  poor  in  thanks.  [fFbiJpers  Tirni 

T/'m.  I  am  too  poor  in  thanks  Sir }  foftly  you  Rogue _ - 

Sir  For.  Ah  not  poor  in  any  thing,  good  Mr.  V/melove ,  ’faith  Ido 
apt  like  it  —  but  come  ,  no  Ceremony  I  befecch  you,  but  to  Dinner. 

['Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Lands  hi?. 

Enter  Bernard  and  Frank  to  Figbti  1 

Ber.  The  caufe  of  my  quarrel  Sir  ,  you  cannot  be  ignorant  of,  know¬ 
ing  who  I  am,  and  how  you  have  betrayed  me. 

Fran.  My  anfwer  lyes  in  this,  not  in  my  words , come,  come,  "you 
axe  £QO  tedious*  . 

.  Ber-n 
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Ber.  O  this  (hews  your  'courage  Sir,  but  believe  you  (hall  have 
fighting  work  enough  e’re  I  kill  yee,  as  certainly  I  (hall  before  we  part. 

Franks  Why,  then  the  Surgeon’s  paid  Sir,  come  we  lofc  time,  then 
once  more  at  you  Sir. 

'  V 

Enter  Winelove  Senior . 

OldlVine .  How  now  what’s  here,  Swords  drawn  and  Fighting  j  ah,1 
that  my  Tim .  were  here  now,  to  put  in  fora  third  man,  but  I’le  try 
what  I  can  do  to  part  ’em - Gentlemen  hold,  hold,  you’ve  fought  en¬ 
ough,  hold ,  hold,  I  fay.  \_Drat* j  and  goer  to  part  "'em. 

Fran.  Hark  Pxcverend  Sir ,  ’twill  become  your  gravity  to  retire  a 
while,  and  not  dilturb  us,  lead  that  portly  fhape  of  yours  be  difeommo- 
ded - pox  on  him,  h’as  given  me  another  thinking  while. 

Old  Wine.  Faith  he  fayes  true,  Iwastoorafh,  well  Gentlemen,  fince 
you  vvili  have  it  fa,  fight  it  out  bravely,  and  Tie  (land  by,  and  fee  fair 
play  on  bothfides, 

Fran.  You  fee  your  fortune  Sir.  [Ber .isdifarmed. 

Ber.  Yes,  and  contemn’d  i  t, and  my  life  too,  feeing  ’tis  at  thy  mercy. 

Fran.  You  will  do  well  to  cherifh  it,  for  all  that  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  A.  brave  fellow  this,  and  I’le  warrant  a  right  Courtier,  he 
has  the  true  way  on’ t,  now  would  I  give  twenty  pound  my  Tim.  were 
here. 

Ber.  Ah  Sir,  to  infult  I  know,  is  Cuftomary. 

Fran.  To  infult  > - to  let  thee  fee  how  far  I  am  from  inhere, there’s 

thy  Sword  again,  and  give  me  thy  hand  ,  I  could  wi(h  I  could  as  eafily 
give  back  thy  Milirefs  i  but  our  Stars  would  have  it  otherwife,  thou 
knowell  we  can’t  appoint  our  own  ddlinies  ;  befides  thou  haft  another 
Miltrefs,  and  two  at  once  Is  too  much  in  reafonforany  one  man. 

Ber.  ’Tis  true,  I  have  another  Miftrefs  perhaps  fairer  then  ’tother, 
whom  I  intend  to  vifit  asfoonas  this  hurt  Arm  is  dreit  i  but  what  ex- 
cu(es  can  you  bring  from  that  > 

Frau.  Why,  ’faith  not  many  . —  but  dofi  hear,  (hall  I  carry  commen- 
dationsfrom  thee  to  her  too,  hah? -  Prithee  let  me. 

Ber.  No,  no,  Sir,  my  own  Rhetorick  henceforth  (hall  ferve,  but  to 
let  you  fee  I  have  a  fenfe  of  generofity ,  as  well  as  bafenefs ,  I’le  quit  the 
place,  and  henceforth  do  as  my  honour  (halldired  me,  and  not.palfion, 
and  if  there  be  a  way  for  friendihip  left,  I’le  find  it,  if  not, ’tis  but  ad- 
ventring  another  skirmilh,  and  then  perhaps  I  (hall  be  as  loath  to  take  a 
ife,  as  you  to  give  it.  \_Exeunt. 

Old  tVine.  By  Juno,  that’s  a  brave  fellow  too - ah,  he’s  gone  Sir, 

y<  u  have  (ent  him  packing - ’faith  you  fought  it  bravely,  I  never  faw 

a  Duel  fought  with  better  Judgement  j  arc  you  not  hurt  Sir  } 

Fran.  I  think  not,  I  (eel  nothing. 

Oldlf'ine.  Your  Antagonift,  believe  me,  was  a  (hrewd  fellow,  and 

’faith 
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faith  once  I  thought  would  have  damag’d  you,  your  point  being  born  too 
low,  but  you  recovered  it. 

Fran.  I  Sir,  I  didfo. 

Old  Wine.  And  bravely  Sir ,  you  did  in  doing  fo  >  when  I  was  of 
your  years  I  had  fome  famcmyfelf  for  Duelling  —  ah,  I  havefeen  the 
time  when  I  have  come  into  the  field  with  Courage  ,  travers’d  my 
ground,  fought  and  palfado’d  briskly,  and  as  (imply  as  I  now  (land  he  re, 
been  viftor. 

F ran.  ’Tisvery  likely  Sir,  this  is  the  mod  impertinent  old  fellow  I 

ever  faw,  he  will  enter  into  difcourfe  whether  I  will  or  no - Sir,  your 

Servant,  I  am  a  little  in  hade. 

Old  Wine.  Pray  Sir,  a  word  more  ,  I  have  a  little  bufinefs  with  you. 

Fran,  llmph - Jam  of  late  grown  a  man  of  more  bufinefs  then 

ever  I  defign’d  my  felf.  Pray  Sir,  what  is  it  quickly?  for  fome  piefent 
Occafions  call  me  hence. 

Old  Wine.  Shall  I  then  Sir,  defire  thefavour  ofyou. 

Fran.  Sir,  Any  favour  t  be  but  brief,  and  tell  it. 

Old  Wine .  I  (hall  Sir,  ’tis  a  fmall  matter ,  a  very  fmall  matter,  only 
to  know  whether  you  are  indebted  to  any  one,  or  to  be  more  plain, 
whether  you  owe  any  money  ? 

Fran.  Money  Sir  t  Sir,  that’s  a  drange  quedion  ,  nor  know  I  at  pre- 
fent  how  to  refolve  it. 

Old  Wine.  Doubt  not  my  meaning  good,  nor  conceit  J  queftion  this  to 
draw  you  info  danger,  ’faith  I  donor. 

Fran.  Why  then  Sir,  know  I  am  a  Gentleman,  and  have  means  large 
enough  to  pay  my  debts  if  they  were  ten  times  doubled,  methinks  you 
might  have  gucfs’d  that  by  my  outfide  without  quefiioning.  What  is’t. 

Old  Wine ,  Now  I  come  to  you  Sir —  I  have  a  Son  my  Heir  ,  for 
whom  I  havethefe  5  and  50  years  been  fcraping  an  Edate,  he  now  is 
grown  up  to  maturity,  and  ’faith  to  fpeak  freely  of  him,  is  a  youth  of 
rare  endowments,  and  pregnant  Wit  Sir,  and  admired  Fancy, 

Franks  Sir,  being  your  Son,  it  were  a  fin  to  doubt  it. 

Old  Wine.  Now  Sir,  I  fee  you  area  man  of  parts,  one  that  the  Town 
takes  notice  of  j  you  can  talk  well,  fight  well,  ling  well,  Court  your 
Mifsin  Rhime,  with  any  Modifh  Bully  of ’em  all. 

Franck, :  Ah,  your  fervant  Sir,  not  I  ’faith. 

Old  Wine.  Sir,  I  have  heard  you  fam’d  —  talkt  of,  a  ad  wondred  at, 
Coudables  (ear  you,Bayliffs  creep  into  Corners,  and  our  witty  dabbling 
Poets  of  the  time,  cry,  yonder’s  Amorous ,  plague  of  his  Criticifmsl 

Franks  You  are  pleas’d  to  lay  this  on  me  Sir,- — •  what  a  devil  will 
this  come  to  ? 

Old  Wines  All  this  coufefs’d,  then  lie  that  has  the  honour  to  keep 
you  company,  mud  needs  be  very  happy  s  and  Sir,  as  my  Son  is  thehap- 
pinefs  of  my  Life,  and  his  well  doing  my  chief  comfort,  it  is  my  earned 
requed  to  you. 

Frank* 
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Franks  To  be  his  Tutor,  and  teach  him  the  Town  Virtues. 

OldWine .  No  Sir,  nothisTutor,  far  be  that  dishonour  from  you  i 
befides,  he  has  a  Tutor  already,  a  pretty  quibbling  Fellow  that  has 
taught  him  very  well  :  But  Sir,  to  be  of  your  acquaintance,  would 
make  him  forever. —  and  Sir,  to  gratifie  you,  command  my  Eftate. 
Y ou  are  a  young-man,  and  perhaps  by  extraordinary  Expences,  are  fome- 
times  out  of  Money,  I  have  fome  Bags  tofpare  Sir ,  pray  make  ufe  of 
’em:  My  Money,  Houfes,  Land,  Eftate  is  at  your  Service,  be  but  ac¬ 
quainted  with  my  Son  Sir. 

Franks  This  is  unlookt  for  Fortune  —  But  ’tis  fuchagood  natur’d 
old  Fool,  that  methinks  ’tis  pit ty  to  bubble  him.  Sir,  for  your  proffers 
1  return  you  thanks,  and  allure  your  felfwhat  lyes  in  me  to  ferveyou 
or  your  Son,  fhall  be  done  without  further  Ceremony. 

Old  Wine .  Why,  I  thank  you  —  heartily  thank  you.  — » ■  ■  ‘Tim.  thou 
art  made  for  ever.  Sir,  he  is  hard  by  at  a  Friends  houfe  of mine,  whofe- 
Daughtcr  he  is  to  marry. 

Franks  Hard  by,  fay  you  Sir  h  pray  who  is’t. 

Old  Wine.  An  old  acquaintance  Sir,  one  Sir  Formall  Ancient. 

Frank.  Sir  Formall  Ancient. 

Old  Wine.  Ay  Sir,  and  his  Daughter  my  Strippling  is  to  marry,  ’tis 
already  concluded  on. 

Franks  My  Miftrefs  by  Heaven,  and  I  confider  on’t,  this  mud  need? 
be  the  Sutor  (he  told  me  of:  This  was  a  happy  difeovery,  for  I  queftion 
not  but  I  lhall  go  near  to  forbid  the  bancs.  Sir,  Tie  wait  on  you 
thither. 

Old  Wine.  With  all  my  heart  Sir ,  I  was  juft  going  to  requeft  it  of 
you.  So  L  fhall  work  him  rarely.  [  Exit  Frank. 

He  is  certainly  the  fit’ft  Companionin  the  world  for  Jim  j  he  knows 
the  Town  tricks,  all  the  humours,  falhions,  has  all  new  Songs  by  heart, 
knows  with  a  grace  how  to  accoft  a  Wench,  Strut  and  talk  Bawdy,  and 
then  he  looks  with  fo  compos’d  a  fli3pe,  as  he  were  only  made  to  be 

a  Wencher _ Old  Peter  reft  contented,  all's  now  finilh’d,  thy  Son 

fhall  be  afpark,  and  thou  be  happy,  happy  as  thou  couldft  with  ;  well, 
Fie  follow  him,  and  once  more  refrefh  his  memory,  repeat  his  promife. 

Then  triumph  in  my  Fate  >  this  being  done , 

And  boafi  the  bejl  of  Critick*  was  my  Son. 
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ACT.  IV, 


Scene  I.  Another  Chamber, 


Enter  Bernard,  Lucretia, 

Luc,  W  X  7 M  y°u  not  te^  mc  w^°  y°u  f°ught  with ;  methinks  if 
%  /\  J  you  had  any  Love  for  me,  you  ihouldnot  let  me  ask 
\  w  fo  often,  prithee  tell. 

Ber.  Why,  I  tell  thee  I  do  not  know  him  ,  he’s  one  that  belongs  to 
the  Town  ;  a  wretched  Fellow  that  hardly  knows  himlelf,  and  I  fuppofe 
was  one  hir’d  to  challenge  me.  7  .-<■  r (,-■■■ 

Luc,  Infome  Ladies  Quarrel,  I’le  lay  my  life. 

Ber.  Pifh,  What  Lady?  I  know  no  Lady  ,  nor  like  none  but  thee  > 
Come,  Come,  this  fruitlefs  Jealoufie’s  ftill  to  be  avoided,  aflure  thy 
{elf  I  Love  thee,  only  thee. 

Luc .  Why,  arc  you  then  fo  hafty  to  be  gone?  You  never  come  to 
Vifitmc,  but  as  if  your  minutes  came  too  fait  upon  you. 

Ber.  You  rack  your  felf  with  doubts,  and  think  I  flight  you ,  when 
’tis  my  chief  endeavour  how  to  pleafe  you  i  but  for  my  ^bCence  at  prefenit, 
’tis  requir’d  on  earneft  bufinefs ,  and  believe  nothing  but  earncft  bufinefs, 
great  and  profitable  could  take  me  from  thee  ;  but  have  a  little  Patience, 
and  I’le  be  with  thee  inftantly.  j 

Luc,  Well,  there  muft  be  fomething  more  in  the  wind  then  he  is  jvil- 
ling  to  acknowledge  i  but  at  leifure  I  will  wheedle  the:  fecret  from  him, 
and  then  provide  for  my  felf  as  occafion  ferves.  j  .J,’,-.' 

Scene  II.  Hall. 


Enter  Tim,  Lady  Ancient,  Penelope,  Betty.  :c  '  : 

8  Lady  A.  Sir,  though  I  fee  in  your  Phraies  a  great  deal  of  Wit  and 
Gallantry;  yet  if  I  may  prefume,;  you  fire  too  poynant,  your  %ncy 
flowes  tofo  extream  a  deluge,  as  ’twould  o’rewhelm  the  Age;,  You 
look  Sir,  toofharply  into  the  nature  of  things,  ;and  are,  I.  doubt  not,  a 
great  Philofopher ; ,  but  Sir  —  ;y 

‘lim.lK  PhUofopher • — .  what  a  pox  is  that  ?  — .  Now  this  Rogue  rqy 
Tutor  hath  left  me  alone,  and  I  fhall  be  mir’d  immcdiatly  —  but  what 

Madam  i  #  Vvsu<3  x^\A  el;  adl  10  AvflL toVriM 

F  La  dy  A, 


no.. 
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Lady  A.  But  in  truth  Sir  J  think  you  are  a  littlejtoo  Satyrical  in  your 
Opinion,  and  though  ’tis  probable  you  have  read  Alexander  RoJ j  :  Who 
Jet  me  tell  you  was  a  great  Wit,  as  any  in  his  time  ,  according  to  my 
fimplc  Judgement,  a  very  Excellent  Fellow, _ What  think  you  ofhim. 

Sir  ?  .  •  j  ’  A 


Tim.  Of  who  [Madam  T 

Lady  A.  Alexander  Rofs. 

Timx  Alexander  Rof  s,  the  Devil  Rofs  him,  I’m  fure  he  broke  my 
head  once  at  School  —  a  very  Shrewd  Fellow  indeed ,  and  to  my 
knowledge  a  great  Scholar,  I  have  try’d  him  often. 

Pen.  The  Fool  has  come  off  a  great  deal  better  then  I  expefted. 

Lady^.  Yet  though  he  was  a  Critick,  and  a  Scholar  ,  he  gave  all 
‘pobiick  notice,  Printed  his  Books  Cum  ?rivilegio>  and  gave  convincing 
Reafonsfor  what  h« did  :'And  Sir,  would  youdofo ? 

Tim.,  Reafons  Madam,  alas  you  wroijng  your  Judgment  *  you  talk 
ait  the  old  rate  of  fifty  three,  when  the  World  flourifht  in  its  ignorance, 
when  Wealthy  Blades  with  Velvet  Cloakes  through  lin’d,  Booted  and 
Spurr’d,  and  almoft  hid  in  Ruff*  would  Argue  out  whole  hours 
with  Senfe  and  Rcafons-,  and  in  Diftourfe  pretend  to  expound  it  too  : 
But  how  the  Worlds  grown  wife,  its  grown  out  of  fafhion,  few  men 
give  Reafons  for  what  they  do,  at  lead  few  Witty  men. 

Lady  A.  Then  Sir,  finceyou  have  no  Reafons  for  your  Criticifms, 
good  Nature  fhould  oblige  you  to  be  favourable. 

Tim.  Who  I  ! f— —  ’faith  Madam,  I  am, : — •  for  were  I  not  favourable, 
many  a  poor  Fellow  about  Town  would  be  undone. 
t*  lP(n.  Tis  well  Impudence  is  Modi th ,  thou  wert  clfe  to  my  know- 
■ledg£  a  very  miferable  Fellow,  Prithee  Betty  ,  what  think’ft  thou  of 
him. 

.  But.  Truly  Madam,  he  Puffers  in  my  Cenfure  equal  with  your  Lady- 
(hips',  and  I  think  him  to  be  a  bundle  of  Vanity,,  otherwife  called  a  Fop 
in  Extraordinary .- 

•  Tiit.  Do’s  your  Ladiftnp  delight  in  Songs?  Pie  fing  you  one  or  two 
of  mine  own  Penning. 

Lady  A.  Oh !  extreamly  S&r,  atid  now-I  think  on’t ,  I  had  a  Song 
given  meyefterday  of  a  Kinfman  of  mine’s  Penning,  Betty can  fing  it  >you 
ihall  hear  it  Siry  and  Ppray  you  give-me  your  Opinion  of  it. 


Tim.  With^ll  my  heart  Madam,  and,  afterwards  you. (hall  hear 


mine; 


i  nsuo 


of  'his ,  one 


nejjV/  I.rjb  e  ealfmrl  n.io‘- 

Lady  vi.  The  Tune  'sVas  Sfet  Sir,’  by  a  very  good  ] 

Mr.  Smitf>y  and  late  Com'pofet  to  the  Kings  Play* houfe. 

Tim.  Who  Bebl  z  very^Exc^Hetit  Fellow  Madam*  believe  me, aqd  one 
the  Town  Mi^lfes  very  much  to  my  knowledge  *  for -  now  a  dages  what 
eyeris  the  matter  With  ?ei'ti*  I  know  iidt,but’  we  have  ftich  Tdries,'  (Wr 
IdwfV %t^cn tab! t  TUrf '  flwt11  tWcMkidlfe?  one  forOveaf  &lT'Mtif(iclt, 
™~'Jenfair ,  or  the  the  Rings  Delight ,  are  incomparable  to  foVrie  of 
‘ 1  1  thefe. 
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thefc  we  have  now.  ’Tis  true  the  Theater  Myfick  is  fomething  lollerablc, 

becaufe  ’tis  for  their  Credit  5  but  otherwife - 

Lady  A ■  Sir,  I  fee  you  are  a  great  Judge  ;  —  Come  Betty  the  Song.- 
Pray  obferveSir,  ’tis  a  little  wanton,  that’s  all  the  fault  I  know  in  it. 


SON  G. 


I  found  my  Cadia  one  night  undrejl ,  a  precious  Banquet  for  languifb- 


ing  Love i  the  charming  objett  a  flame  increaft ,  which  never ,  ah  never ,  tiU 


purfue ,  but  with  her  f  ft,  hand JhefliH put  it  by ,  and  erfd ,  Fit  Amintor 


2.  ' 

Her*  words  and  blufhes  fo  fir'd  my  hearty 
I  pull'd  her  to  me  and  clafp’dher  around , 

And  though  with  Cunning  (he  play  d  her  part : 
Tctfainteryandfainteryber  threats  1  found. 
But  when  I  leaf  thought  on  her,  leaf  Idefir'd , 
My  Love  a  forbearance  floould  allow , 

A  touch  of  her  handy  my  heart  fo  injpir  d : 

My  ? a ffl on  was  melted  1  know  not  how ♦ 
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iVhich  when  fair  Caclia’s  quicl^eyc  perceiv'd , 

And  found  by  my  calmnefs  my  p  affront  decay , 

Her  Fate  (he  inwardly  Jeem'd  to  grieve : 

' That  Fool'd  her ,  and  Cool'd  her ,  /o  £<i/e 
She  figh’d  and  looked  pale  to  fee  me  dull , 

And  in  her  hearty  this  oath  (he  frvore , 
jjrwr  would  fight  an  addreft  : 

Nor  the  Critical  minute  refufe  no  more, 

— - — — ]  —  t-.  — >  \  A.  , 

a I . {  A . _  'f  ' Ij jx|  _ 7  *  J  **-*-"*^  ••  •. 

Lady  A,  Now  Sir,  how  de’e  like  it  ? 

Tim.  TFaith  a  prettyUong,  and  a  great  deal' of  Wit  in’t  ,  but  I  am 
confident  it  won’t  take. 

Lady  A.  Why  Sir  > 

X-Tini.  jt  wants  a  tittle  more  of  that  fame  in  it :  Thofe  wrappings  in 
Clean. Lrnncn,  it  fbould  have  appeared  naked  as  ’twas  meant  >  To  be 
plain  with  you  Madam,  nothing  but  Bawdy  —  down-right,  — —  rank 
Bawdy  will  do  now,  nor  hardly  that  neither,  if  it  have  not  fome  new 
meaning. 

Lady  A.  FycSir,  this  is  too  Satyrical.  * 

Tim.  Not  at  all  Madam. —  ’tisa  lewd  Age,  a  very  Pocky,  Pitiful, 
Age,  and  muft  be'a”busTd,  or  Know  no  Reformation. 

Enter  Sir  Formal,  Old  Wine,  Frank. 

^  ...  _  .  .  .  J  _  m_  /  m ^  ,  ,  ,  It* 

Sir  For.  Here  hels  Sir,  my  Wife  and  Daughter  with  him,  clofeatthc 
bulfnefs  Sir  you  fee  he  loofes  no  time. 

Old  IVjne.  This  Sir  is  he,——  Tim,  pray  know  this  Gentleman,  a 
worthy  perfon,  and  one  has  done  me  great  Honour.  [7 be  Congee , 

Franks  ’Dsheart  this  is  the  Fool  I  bubbled  one  day  a fSf  eatings s\  muft 
fmoothhim  with  a  Complement  for  fear  ofdifcovery.  \_Afrde. 

Tim.  Sir,  if  I  miftakcnot,  I  had  thehonour  tofeeyoy  once  before, 
but  now  am  proud  that  Fortune  has  been  Co  kind  as  to  grace  me  with 
this  fecond  ioterv  iew. 

Franks  Sir,  ’twas  a  Happinefs  I  confefs  unexpe&ed  that  brought  me 
into  your  Company,  and  this  fecond  chance  has  confirmed  the  Obliga¬ 
tion,  and  made  me  infinitely  a  debtor. 

Fen.  Franck^Amorous !  and  in  the  Company  of  my  Father !  this  amazes 
me:  Betty ,  you  muft  follow  ftill  the  old  humour,  and  call  him  Brother, 
Laft  my  Father  ftiould  difeover  our  laft  Plot. 

Bett,  O  Madam,  never  fear  his  difeovery,  I’lc  warrant  you  Tie  fecurc 
him -  dear  Brother - 

Frank .  Sifter,  how  doft  thou  ?  I  ha’  not  fecn  thee  a  good  while,  - — 
but  bulinefs  muftexcufe  all. 

Tim.  Is  (he  your  Sifter  Sir  > 

Frank, 
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Frank,  Yes  Sir,  and  the  beft  of  ’em  I’le  affure  you — -but  mum, 
more  of  that  hereafter. 

Tim.  Well  Sir,  I  come  indifferent  near  you,  for  this  Lady  here  is  to 
be  my  Wife. 

Franks  Say  you  fo  Sir  ?  nay  then  on  your  account  I  may  prefume  to 
Salute  her,  without  further  Ceremony  ;  \_Kijfes  ben 

Your  Wife  fay  you  Sir  ? 

Tim.  Faith  even  fo  Sir,  the  Sifters  have  decreed  it. 

Frank •  You’re  happy  Sir. but  pray,  how  many  Months  Courtftiip  was 
your  purchafe  ? 

Tim .  Though  this  feems  to  be  a  Mod  ifh  Fellow,  yet  by  his  Diicourfc, 
he  feems  to  know  little  of  the  Town  Courtftiip.  Sir,  —  Why  I  never 
Courted  her  in  my  life,  Damme,  mcthinks  a  mans  Parts  and  Perfe&ions 
may  do  it  without  Courtftiip  :  But  Sir,  I  fee  you  arc  ignorant  of  the 
new  way  ofaddrefs. 

Frantk..  I  am  in  troth  Sir. 

Old  Wine.  Tim,  come  hither.  [They  Whijper. 

Frails  Did  I  not  know  your  Judgement,  and  this  Fellows  Vanity,  I 
ftiould  fear  him  as  a  Rival,  but  fo  much  Foppery  has  clear’d  my  doubts, 
and  given  me  caufe,  rather  to  pity  then  hate  him. 

Pen.  1  know  not  what  if  is  to  pity  him,  but  I  am  fure  I  hate  him; 
his  Impertinence  has  mademefick,  —  thefe  t  wo  hours  have  I  been  in 
Purgatory. 

Frank, ■  Nay,  ’tisthe  vcrrieft  Puppy  . —  Madam,  lhall  I  ? - 

Pen.  No,  no,  hang  him,  he’s  below  a  beating. 

Oli  Wine.  See,  he  points  at  thee, 

Tim.  Who, pox,  he’s  entring  into  Commendation  of  me,  oronemif* 
chief  or  other,  now'tis  ten  to  one  but  I  lhall  fuffer  by  his  Bed-rid 
Genius. 

Small.  Oh  1  oh !  oh !  [  Within . 

Sir  Per.  How  now  /  what  voice  is  that  >■ 

Fnter  Smallwit,  his  bead  bound- —  Oh,  oh* 

Tim .  Hah  —  my  Tutor - abus'd  thus  —  ’Zound^who  hasdone 

this?  Fie  be  the  death  of  him,  a  Dog,  Rafcal,  Villain,  Son  ofa  Whore, 
I’le  murder  him,  he  fhall  not  live,  abufe  my  Tutor  thus,  a  Rogue,  a 
Dog;  ’dsdeath  Fie  cut  him  to  Pieces  ;  let  me  go. 

Lady  A ,  Good  Sir,  be  patient  till  we  know  the  Accident. 

Tim .  Father,  hold  me  fait,  for  by  Heaven  your  ignorance  had  like  to 
havediftionour’d  me. 

Sir  For.  The  Pericranium’s  fafe,  there’s  no  great  harm  done  y  but  by 
what  Accident  came  it  ?  pray  be  brief. , 

Tim.  No  matter  how  Sir,  ’dsdeath  let  m:  find  the  Rogue. 

Old  Wine.  Nay  Son,  Son  good  Son 


Small. 
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Small.  Why  Sir,  coming  through  Long.  Acre ,  I  chanc’d  to  fee  a  very 
hanfom  Lady  ftand  in  a  Bellcony,  at  which  objedfr  my  Faculties  being 
alarm’d,  I  flood  an  indifferent  while  to  view  her  i  when  prefen tly  comes 
out  of  the  houfe  a  Gentleman,  and  ask’d  me  what  I  flar’d  at  »■  I  told 
him  at  the  Lady  :  Sirrah  fayes  he,  (and  fwore)  who  are  you _ I  think¬ 

ing  that  would  be  pleafmg,  told  who  I  was  i  and  further,inform’d  him  I 
belong’d  to  you,  and  what  Office  I  was  imploy'd  in  :  when  he  heard 
this,  he  call’d  me  Son  of  a  Whore,  drew  upon  me,  and  with  the  Hilt 
of  his  Sword,  broke  my  head  a  crofs ,  and  fofurrounded  by  acrowd  of 
people  left  me. 

Frank*  A  very  barbarous  thing  ’ifaith,  broke  thy  head  a  Crofs ,  ’twas 
too  much  a  Confcience. 

Sir  For.  I’le  warrant  fome  Papifh,  or  other  that  ow’d  him  a  Spight : 
Do’fl  thou  not  know  his  name  ? 

Small.  Yes,  I  underftood  by  fome  that  flood  by,  that  his  name  was 
Bernard. 

Sir  For.  Bernard,  was’t  he  >  1  know  him  Sir,  a]  Ratal,  a  Cavalier- 
ing  Vagabond  that  hates  our  party  :  he  was  once  a  Suitor  to  my  Daugh¬ 
ter,  but  l  cafheer’d  him  quickly  ;  alas  a  broken  head,  ’tis  nothing  with 
him,  ’tis  a  wonder  he  had  not  kill’d  thee  i  had  I  been  there  he  had 
pepperd  me  •,  o’  my  confcience  ’has  maim’d  a  Regiment  of  Roundheads. 

'tint.  No  one  to  affront  thus,  but  my  Tutor - talke  no  more  on’t, 

he  (hall  not  live  . —  I’le  inftantly  go  and  challenge  him. 

Old  wine.  And  fo  thou  (halt  Boy,  and  I’le  be  thy  fecond  rather  then 
faile  :  Lett  his  Pafs! 

Sir  For.  Fie,  fie,  confider  better  firft. 

Lady  A.  Come  Sir,  go  in  with  me ,  I’ve  an  excellent  Balfome  of  my 
cwn  making,  which  I’m  fure  in  few  hours  will  heal  up  the  Orifice. 

[Exit  Small .  Lady  A . 

Ten.  Yonder  has  Amorous  been  this  quarter  of  an  hour  mufing  and 

muttering  to  himfelf - Prithee  get  behind  him  ,  and  Men  what  he 

fayes. 

Franks  Bernard  did  he  fay  /  The  Lady  he  talkt  of  in  the  Balcony, 
is  undoubtedly  Bernards  Miftrefs,whom  with  fuch  care  he  conceal’d  over 
againft  the  Ro/e.I’gad  the  hopes  of  beguiling  him  of  this  fecond  Miftrefs  is 
(b  fweet,  that  I  am  not  able  to  refift  it,  I  mud  fee  her. 

Bett.  Oh  happy  difeovery  —  who  would  ha  thought  this  had  been 

in  him - well,  the  whole  race  of  men  are  deceivers ,  exemplary  in  this 

inconftant  wretch  :  But  my  Lady  fhall  know  it  inftantly. 

'Tim.  You  may  let  me  go  now  j  I  begin  to  cool  — -  Pox  on’t,  I’ve 
confidered  now,  ’tis  beneath  me  to  fight  him  on  this  quarrels  had  it 
been  my  own  quarrel,  and  about  a  Wench,  though  'twere  an  Orange 
Wench,  I  would  ha’  pinckt  the  Rafcal,  but  feeing  ’tis  as  ’tis  ,  my  Tu¬ 
tor  (hall  Lampoon  him,  and  there’s  an  end  on’  t. 
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Franks  Sir,  leave  the  fequel  of  this  affair  to  me,  I  know  the  man 
better  then  you  imagine  >  and  allure  your  felfhe  fhall  render  fatisfadli- 
onas  (hall  countervail  the  Affront,  for  the  purfuance  of  which,  I  take 
my  leave.  And  hat k  a  word  more  ,  forbear  addreffes  to  that  Lady  till 
I  fee  you  next.  There’s  Plots,  Jugglings  abroad  i  I’le  tell  you  more 
anon :  My  Sifter  neither  is  not  as  fhe  feems,  but  time  will  difcover  all, 
fix  thoufand  pound  is  Money  Sir:  See  they  obferve  usi  Tie  take  my 
leave,  the  humbleft  of  your  Servants  - —  So  this  I  fee  has  fo  amaz’d 
him,  that  hee’l  be  fearful  to  proceed  further,  till  he  fpeak  with  me  :  but 
now  to  my  new  adventure  - —  I’m  almoft  mad  to  fee  her. 

Umh — there’s  (omethmg  more  in  this  then  I  well  under¬ 
hand,  but  at  night  I  fhall  know  all. 

Sir  For.  Come  Mr.  Winelove ,  pray  walk  in  with  me,  accept  a  Glafs 
of  my  March- Beer,  old  hearty  Liqour  Sir,  and  good  to  nourifh,  pray 
walk  in. 

Old  Wine*  With  all  my  heart  Sir  Formal,  T/w,come  follow  me. 

\_Exeunt  Omnes prtter  Penelope  and  Betty. 

Beit.  No  Madam,  ’tis  infallibly  fo>  you  may  fee  by  his  hafty  going 
away  how  conftant  he  is; 

Pen.  This  A&ion  of  his  has  vext  me  extreamly,  forif  he  ramble  thus 
already,  what  would  he  do  if  I  fhould  ever  happen  to  marry  him. 

Bett.  Ay  Madam,  when  as  they  fay  he  is  the  Husband  of  your  bofom, 
the  firm  fupplier  of  your  Neceftities,  when  you  are  bone  of  his  bone,  and' 
for  ever  one  flefh  ,  then  — —  to  have  what  fo  deeply  you  lov’d  fnatch’d 
from  you  by  a  Suburb  tinner  that  fues  for  hire,  in  truth  Madam  is  in1- 
tollerable,  and  were  it  my  felf  I  could  never  endure  it. 

Pen.  Did’ft  thou  hear  him  diftindfly  ?  Methinks  1  am  very  loath  to 
believe  it,  I  alwayes  thought  him  conftant,  and  Betty,  thou  had’ft  a  good 
opinion  ofhim  once  too. 

Bitt.  Intruth  I  had  Madam  ,  I  thought  him exquifite,  anda  man  of 
good  Parts  v  but  fince  I  find  him  falfe,  I  allure  you  I  hate  an  incoiv- 
ftant  Fellow  :  O  fye,  indeed  he’s  very  odious  tome. 

Pen.  But  Prithee  tell  me,  what  faid  he?  ' 

Bett.  Why  Madam,  amongft  a  Crowd  of  words,  which  muttringly  ex- 
prefthisfoy,  I  heard  him  fay  aloud,  that  the  hopes  of  beguiling  Bernard 
of  this  fecond  Miftrefs  was  fo  fweet ,  that  he  was  not  able  to  re¬ 
fill  it. 

Pen.  ’Tis  fo - -  he  is  falfe,  nay  what  is' worfe  ,  he*  triumphs,  in  his 

falfhood,  bur  l  am  refoived  to  fit  him  ,  though  my  poor  heart  fuffers 
for  it :  ’Tis  well  my  love  is  not  fo  pallionate,  as  fome  who  fix  their 
thoughts  on  fuchbafe  wretches.  If  it  were,  I  fee  my  deftiny  • —  incon- 
ftant  Franks  adieu —  I’m  now  my  felf  again  — —  Betty,  get  me  Ink  and 
Paper  in  my  Glofet.  ,  [Exit  Betty; 

l’le  prefcntly  write  to  Bernard,  who  perhaps  difpaires  of  regaining!  my 
affeftion,  but  the  kind  expreffions  in  my  Letter  fhall  thaw  his  broken 
.  i*  *  hopes' 
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lopes,  and  make  him  once  more  mine,  -  appoint  him  to  meet  me  in 
ti  e  Park,  whither  Amorous  I’me  fure  will  bung Lttcia>  ifhe  defignes  an 
oliignation :  If  I  Hnd  him  falfe,  my  choice  is  Bernard  »  ifnot,  my  doubt 
will  augment  my  future  Love,  and  make  my  Fate  more  happy  — 


Enter  Betty. 


[Exit. 


Belt.  She’s  gone  to  Write,  and  now  I  am  alone,  let  me  confider  a 
little  of  my  own  affaires  :  Franck^  Amorous's  laft  words,  if  well  undcr- 
ftood,  and  quaintly  managed  ,  miy  prove  greatly  to  my  advantage  > 
for  I  heard  him  tell  the  young  squire,  I  was  his  Sifter,  and  the  beft  of 
of’um,  talktof  <5ooo  l  and  the  Lord  knows  what>  as  if  I  were  fome 
vaft  unbounded  Fortune,  that  liv’d  dtfguis’d  for  my  feoirity  :  This  Plot 
followed  clofely,  muft  needs  piove  advantagious  :  For  as  I  paft  by  the 
door,  1  faw  the  Fop  Leer  at  me,  and  make  a  Congee,  as  ifhe  had  al¬ 
ready  mirkt  me  out  for  his  AddrdTcs:  Well,  if  I  am  by  the  Nickname 
of  Sifter,  cheated  into  fifteen  hundred  a  year,  ’tis  the  only  way  to  make 
me  a  Lady,  that  I  know »  and  Heaven  knows  how  agreeable  that  Title 

is  to  me,  here  he  comes - he  has  followed  me  hither  to  fpeak  in  pri«. 

vate,  —  and  I  am  refolvcd  to  be  prepared  for  him. 


Enter  Tim. 


Tim.  Yonder  ftie  is,  it  muft  be  as  he  told  me  —  her  very  look’s  too 
ftatcly  fora  Chambermaid  — -  ha,  have  they  tricks?  I  find  1  Ihill  out 
trick  urn - I’leaccoft  her,  and  try  if  fhee’l  difeover. 

Bett.  He’s  coming,  now  fora  ftudied  fpeech — - 

Fim.  A  very  pretty  Room  this  Madam  —  good  Hangings, and  well 
contriv’d. 

Bett.  Madam,  that  very  word  is  comfortable,  it  is  indeed  Sir,  now 
very  happy  in  Luftre,  receiving  from  your  prefence  its  greateft  Orna¬ 
ment,  but  elfea  very  poor  appartment ,  and  far  unworthy  your  no¬ 
tice. 

Tim.  Ah  Madam,  you  do  me  too  much  honour, - Luftre  from  me, 

alas  no  —  I’m  clouded,  I  make  no  (how  in  the  World,  blemilht,  dif- 
guifed,  I  love  no  noife  nor  tumult,  and  fome  there  are,  who  fhall  be 
namelefs,  that  follow  my  example.  This  touches  her. 

Bett.  What,  walk  difguis’d  ?  pray  who  are  they  ? 

Tim.  Pcrfons  of  Quality,  who  think  it  fit  to  (hade  their  Birth  and 
Fortunes,  but  let  that  pafs  — *  your  Brother  Madam,  by  Heaven  is 
a  very  brave  Fellow,  and  one  that  has  done  me  many  fignal  favours, 
and  whofo’er  defames  him,  lyes  in’s  throat,  is  a  Son  of  a  Whore,  a  Dog 
and  Poultroon*  and  (hall  be  Carbonado’d  for  your  fake  »  next  for  his 
own.  ; 

Bett.  For  mine,  alas  Sir,  indeed  you  degrade  yourfelf. 

Tim. 
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Tim.  Secrets  will  out  at  laft  Madam  ,  the  Sun 
clouded. 

Bett.  Sir,  this  is  too  miftical  for  fo  barren  an  apprehenfion  as  mine 
is. 

Tim.  Madam,  you  may  conceal  it  how  you  pleafe,  but  your  Bro¬ 
ther  has  done  me  the  honour  to  impart  a  Secret  to  me. 

B  ett.  A  Secret  Sir !. . —  for  Heavens  fake,  of  me,  or  my  Lady  ? 

Tim.  Your  Lady -  ha, ha,  ha,*-—  who’s  that - no,  no,  that 

won’t  pafs :  I  have  a  piercing  eye,  it  may  be  a  forefeeing  one. 

Bett .  What  do  ye  forefee  Sir  ? 

Tim.  Where  a  great  Fortune  lyes :  Nay  I  can  tell  too  whether  ^ooo 
Lor  1 5  Groats  —  your  Lady^ —  ha,  ha,  ha,  harke  Madam,  deal 
freely  with  me  —  is  (he  not  your  Chambermaid?  I  fuppofe  ’twill 
come  to  that  at  laft. 

Bett .  ©  fye,  mo  indeed  Sir,  but  I  fee  my  Brother  has  been  too 
talkativeof  my  concerns;  Yet  this  committing  it  to  the  bofom  ot  a 
perfon  of  fomuch  merit  and  worth  ,  as  your  actions  fufhciently  de- 
monftrateyou  to  be, has  in  fome  meafure  releafed  my  doubt, I  well  know¬ 
ing  the  extraordinary  Perfe&ions  Heaven  has  bellowed  on  you ,  efpe- 
cially  in  concealing  the  fecret  of  a  perfon  extreamly  fenfible  of  For¬ 
tunes  bounty  ,  in  -permitting  the  honour  to  be  enroll’d  among  thethc 
number  of  your  admirers. 

Tim.  Madam,  your  commands  can  make  me  dumb  ,  if  this  had 
come  from  a  man  now:  what  a  rare  fpeech  was  here  to  have  criticis’d 
upon,  but  I  am  glad  I  have  difcovered  her  Quality. 

Ben.  within,  Betty ,  where  are  you.? 

Tim.  Who’s  that  ? 

Bett  Sir  Fortnalls  Daughter  Sir. 

Tim.  Methinks  Sir  Fortnalls  Daughter’s  a  little  too  familiar  ,  though 
with  oneof  your  Quality- 

Bett.  *Tis  as  I  pleafe  to  have  it  Sir, for  a  time:  Hark  (he’s  coming,  and 
*tis  not  fit  fhe  fees  this  Interviews  thereforeiSir  J  muft  beg  you  to  retire, 
and  leave  the  purfuanceof  this  affair  to  a  fitter  opportunity,  alwayes  re- 
membring  that  your  fecrcfy  will  oblige  me-,  for  were  my  Qualities  pub- 
Jifht,  I  could  never  reft  free  from  the  impertinent  AddrefTes  of  the 
Town  Fops,  and  that  was  indeed  the  reafon. 

Tim.  Of  your  difguifing  your  feif  into  a  Chambermaid  ,  nay  never 
blufh,  itmultbefo. 

Bett.  Well  indeed  Sir,  you  have  the  winningfl  way  with  you. 

Ten.  Within,  Why  Betty ,  what  are  you  doing  of? 

Tim.  Again,  a  very  impudent  woman,  this  Madam,  aseverlfawi 
but  the  truth  is,  I  ever  thought  her  a  woman  of  Herder  Difcrction, 
but  leaf!  as  you  fay,  fht  (hould  come  and  difturbus ,  l’le  take  my  leave, 
and  be  only  happy  in  contemplating  your  perfection ,  being  deprived  ot 
the  Blefling  of  your  Society.  -  '  Exit, 

G  Bett. 
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Bett.  The  Blcfling  of  my  Society  —  ha,  ha,  ha,  was  ever  fuch  a  Fop 
feen,  he  runs  fatter  into  the  fnare  then  I  would  have  him  i  I  play’d  my 
partrardy  well,  there’s  but  a  rtep  more  between  me  and  my  wifhcs, 
iflcanget  that  my  race  is  finilht,  if  not,  ’tis  but  fo  many’hopes  loft, 
and  the  odd  Complements :  I'le  go  and  difclofe  all  to  my  Lady, (he  I  am 
fure  will  further  it  i  the  next  is,  to  appoint  an  Affignation,  get  a  Par- 
fon  and  Many,  and  the  next,  to  take  State  upon  me  as  befits  my  For¬ 
tune.  .  Exit , 

SCENE  III.  Second  Chamber. 

Enter  Bernard  and  Lucia.  4  Letter. . 

her.  Nay,  prithee  trouble  not  thy  felf  about  this  ,  ’tis  a  concern  of  a 
friends  of  mine  ith’  Country  i  but*  to  our  own  affair,  I  faw  Fran  k,  Amo¬ 
rous  coming  in  the  Street,  I  know  he’s  coming  hither  :  Put  your  felf  in¬ 
to  a  fit  pofture,  it  may  be  a  Husband,  and  a  iooo  /.  a  year  in  your  way, 
if  well  manag’d. 

Luc.  Pray  let  me  alone  to  manage  It'. 

Ber.  I’le  go  into  my  Clofet,  and  over-hcar  him,  and  in  the  middle  of 
his  Courtfhip  furprizehim,  hark  he’s  coming — -  you  know  your  part, 

. —  I’le  obfcure  my  felf. 

Enter  Franck  Amorous,  She  offers  to  run  away,  he  Catches  and  holds  her. 

Franck .  Nay,  do  not  fly  me  Madam,  you  are  found,  I  thank  my  Stars 
they  have  lighted  me  the  way,  the  right  way  now  —  I  have  rambled 
long  enough. 

Luc.  And  now  you  have  found  me,  what  are  you  the  better  >  what 
Propofitions  can  you  make  your  felf? 

Franck;  Why  all  Madam,  all  that  man  could  wifh  for  >  I  have  youth 
enough,  ftrength  enough,  Love  enough,  and  Money  enough,  and  what 
a  Pox  fhould  bauk  my  Propofitions :  I  do  propound  to  my  felf  that  I 
am  the  man  that  mu  ft - - 

Luc.  . —  What  ?  , 

Franck:  Why  do  a  certain  affair  for  you  which  fhall  be  namlefs.  But 
before  I  proceed  any  further  in  Difcourfe ,  oblige  me  fo  far ,  as  to  tell 
me  in  what  manner  of  Phrafe  I  fhall  accoft  you?  whether  in  your  old 
way  of  Raillery  and  Affront,  or  my  old  of  Love  and  Infinuation  ? 

Luc .  Neither  Sir,  I  am  not  prepared  for  an  Addrefs. 

Franck .  But  I  am  — —  do  but  try  me - I’le  warrant  I’le  fit  your 

humour. 

Luc,  You’l  find  it  fomewhat  troublefome — *  mine’s  a  continued 
Temper. 

FrondC  So  that’s  my  Cuc„.  it  muft  be  the  old  way  _’Tis  the 

ftrangeft. 
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flrangeft  humour  I  ever  met  with,  nothing  will  win  her  but  flat  abufes. 

Luc.  Sir,  you  will  oblige  me  to  be  brief  in  declaring  your  bufmefs. 

Franck-  Why,  then  to  be  plain  with  you  Madam,  the  world  takes 
notice  of  your  retir’d  life,  and  has  been  bold  to  pafs  ungrounded 
Cenfures  upon  your  reputation  :  There  is  a  Gentleman  is  feen  to  Vifit 
you  often,  one  I  could  name,  ifoccafion  were,  and  to  my  knowledge 
l —  ha’s  above  three  and  twenty  Wives,  befides  fome  thirteen  Miftreffes, 
conveniently  Lodged  for  each  particular  Ramble. 

Ber ♦  Impudent  Raskal.  (Behind.) 

Luc ,  Certainly  not  fo  many  as  you  mention,  but  if  he  had,  I  could 
forgive  him  :  Befides  Sir,  methinks  you  have  little  reafon  to  fpeak  of 
this,  having  your  felfby  this  Chara&er  of  you  been  fixteen  times  under 
the  Surgeons  hands,  and  as  often  Cited  into  the  Court  for  getting  of 
Baftards. 


Franck*  Pugh  — -  a  lye  a  notorious  lye  - —  1  Cited  to  the  Court 
Madam,  he  only  told  you  this,  for  fear  of  being  too  much  interefted  in 
your  favour. 

Luc,  Sir,  he  needs  not  fear  that,  for  both  he  and  all  others  arealike 
to  me ,  I  feldom  fawn  on  any  one. 

Franck;  That  fawns  on  you  ,  you  mean ,  one  that  will  Court  you. 
Serve  you,  Sing  to  you,  Play  with  you,  Love  ye,  Kifs  ye,  Marry  you, 
Lye  with  you,  Honour  you,  and  keep  you  to  the  end  of  the  Chapter. 

Luc.  The  truth  is,  ’tis  a  great  deal  better  then  ’tother ,  and  I’m 
pleafed  to  fee  your  endeavours. 

Franck^  Art  thou  pretty  fweet  Creature  ?  and  ’igad  I  will  endeavour 
moil  extreamly - moft  vehemently,  but  I  will  pleafe  thee  at  laft. 

Ber.  So  now  I’le  upon  him,  he’s  ripe  now  for  the  Plot. 

Luc,  l’me  fure  now  you  infult  over  my  weaknefs,  iflfhouldbc 
kind. 

Franck;  Infult,  banifh  me  for  ever  thy  prefence,  which  is  the  great- 
eft  Curfe  I  can  think  of ,  if  I  do  not  adore  every  inch  of  thee,  and  think 
this  the  happieft  minute  I  ever  faw ,  my  deer,  fweet,  pretty  excel¬ 
lent.  5  her  handy  Ber- 

Ber.  Sir.  £  narc* Pu^s  ^ m * 

Luc.  Oh  Heavens !  Bernard  here  / 

Franck ,  Ay,  I  knew  the  Devil  would  fend  him  - —  well  ,  fincc  it  is 
fo,  I  will  be  impudent,  and  get  out  as  well  as  lean.  Your  pleafure 
Sir _ you  fee  ’tis  I,  make  your  beft  on’t. 

Ber.  Then  Sir,  let  me  tell  you  —  you  are  a  Villain. 

Franck;  And  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  you  lye,  there’s  a  Lowland  for 


your  G liver, 

Ber.  ’Dsdeath  can  I  be  patient  >  \_He  off<  rs  to  draw, 

Luc,  Hold  Sir,  do  you  know  where  you  are,  and  what  lam,  that 
you  dare  do  this ;  muft  I  be  affronted  with  your  unfeafonable  Quarrels  > 
And  muft  my  Chamber  be  your  field  to  tilt  in:  call  you  this  Love  to 
me?  I  grow  enraged  at  the  Affront.  G  2  Ber, 
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Ber.  Madam,  can  you  then  take  part  with  my  enemy  f  the  Ravifhcr 
©f  my  delights  ,  and  continued  fo  to  virtue. 

Franck.  And  fools - pray  put  that  in  too. 

Ber.  Had’ll  thou  not  Impudence  beyond  example,  and  wert  a  Iyer  on 
record^  how  couldft  thou  (ay  1  had  three  and  twenty  Wives,  and  fo 
many  Miftrcffes ,  alwayes  knowing  the  fincerity  of  my  Life  and  Com 
verfation. 

Franck^  And  wert  thou  not  immediate  contriver  of  falftiood  under 
Lucifer ,  and  owner  of  an  impudence  (urpafting  his  ,  how  couldft  thou 
fay  I  had  been  fixteen  times  under  the  Surgeons  hands,  and  as  often 
Cited  for  getting  Biftards?  knowing  my  immaculate  temper  andftrange 
averfion  to  Unchaftity. 

Ber.  Ha  - —  thy  averfion - ’dshcart  do  not  I  know. 

Luc.  Sir,  what  you  pleafe,  but  this  is  no  fit  place  for  you  to  declare 
your  knowledge  in  i  arid  fince  yournature  is  fo  turbulent,  think  it  not 
flrange  if  I  defire  your  abfence  :  Pray  leave  us. 

Ber.  Madam,  I  know  too  much  of  duty  to  difpute  your,  commands. 

But  Sir——  you  (hall  dearly  pay  for  this -  believe’t  you  (hall,  an 

Heirefs,  and  ten  thoufand  Pounds  is  not  fo  eafily  won  as  you  imagines 
but  we  (hall  meet  again.  [Exit. 

Francis  An  Heirefs,  and  ten  thoufand  pound,  I  am  ravifht-at  my 

Fortune - meet  again  ah  • —  i’gad - I-  would  meet  thee  in  the 

Quarrel,  were  it  in  Hell,  and  our  Weapons  were  to  be  Firebrands 
- — ’tis  a  rare  Creature,  and  I  am  certain  Loves  himintireiy  — —  Ma¬ 
dam,  he’s  gone  ,  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  poor  Fellow  is  retir’d  >  and  now  fince 
you  have  half  bleft  me  already  ,  take  pht^t  and  compleat  it,  I  am  a 
Gentleman,  my  Eftate  a  thoufand  per  annum ,  raife  me  from  death  and 
take  me  for  your  Husband  :  I  love  you  above  life ,  and’twilfbe  Cha- 
rityJn  you  to  keep  him  from  defpair,  that  lives  but  to  adore  you. 

Luc.  You  are  too  hafty  Sir,  let  me  confider  awhile,  the  caufe  re¬ 
quires1  it  however  meet  me  in  Grays -Inn-  Walks  this  Evening,  and  my 
anfwer.fhall  be  as  (atisfa&o'ry^  as  my  honour  will  permit,  or  decency  al¬ 
low  of. 

Franck.  I*  le  be  as  pun  dual  as  the  hour,  till  when,  adieu  fweet  ftealer 
of  my  heart  i  thou  precious,  melting,  charming,  fnairing  —  ’dsdeath 
l  am  tranfported..  '  •  [Exit, 


Enter  Bernard. 


Ber.  Ha, ha,  ha,  rarely  performed,  thou  haft  fir’d  him  fo,  that  he’l 
certainly  marry  thee,  though  it  were  only  in  hopes  to  beguile  me ,  and 
when ’tis -done,  r.omatterfor  his  frown-,  Tie  be  at  hand  to  (ee  thou 
art  hot  wronged,  go, go  in,  prepare  for  the  affignation  ,  fo.it  works 
rare.  Now  my  young  Roving  Gallant,  I  think  I’ve  metwe’e,  ’tis  the- 
fweeteft  revenge.  -  *  ["Eyif, 


r 
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For  he’s  foheedlefs,  that  he  certainly  marries  her.  But  now  for  ano¬ 
ther  affair,  Sir  Formafo  Daughter  I  find  by  this  Letter,  has  caft  him  off, 
and  re-edabliflit  me ,  Pie  indantly  toher »  ifoccafion  ferve  get  a  Pried 
and  Marry  her,  and  by  that  time  I  fuppofe,  his  bufinefs  will  be  done: 
This  once  compleated,  I  am  fufficiently  reveng’d  on  his  infidelity*  and 
(hail  have  no  caufe  to  complain  on  my  own  ill  Fortune. 


Friendjh'ip  and  Love ,  a  lofty  Fabrick^raife, 
Which  when  onc$  crachfa  ixnmediatly  decayes . 


Sscne  I,  Covent-Garden .  ' 


E\i1er  Bernard  WPdnelope.* 


Ber.  Tk.  M*  Adam,  this  affiirance  of  your  affe&ion  has  baniffit  my 
j\/|  former  doubts ,  your  pad  difplcafure  looks  but  as  a 
JLtJL.  Dream,  that  now  I  am  awaketroubles  my  Blifsto  find 
the  contrary.  .  .*  -  , 

Pen  Take  heed  the  Dream  Sir  ,  is  not-  feconded  with  one  to  fright 
you  more,  you  have  fmall  reafon  to  hope  other  wife,  if  I  (hould  look  fe- 
verely  into  your  Life. 

Ber.  My  Life  /  I  warrant  you  think  me  Incondant ;  Fye  Madam* 
difcard  fuch  mean  fuppofitipns :  But'if  I  were  falfe,  how  can  you  com. 
plaine,  knowing  how-you  have  tortured  me,  by  your  favouring  Franck^ 
Amorous. 

Pen.  I’le  not  difpute  it  now,  though  I  know  fomething,  fomething 
perhaps  you  did  intend  to  hide  *  your  Lucia's  difcovered  Sir  — —  Lord 
how  you  men  are  deceived,  when  imagining  to  hide  your  Miftreffcs,  you 
mod  difciofe  ’em. 

Ber.  Well,  I  do  confefs.  But  confider  Madam,  it  was  your  feverity 
was  the  Caufe,  together  with  my .  Conditution  ,  which  cannot  fubfift 
without  a  Helper. 

.  Pen.  I  have  confidcr’d  on’t*  andbccaufe  you  (hall  not  fay  1  am  too 
rigorous,  I  am  content  to  take  that  for  an  cxcufe,  more  efpeciall.y  becaufe 
you  fay  you  have-laid  a  Plot  to  eninare  that  incondant  Fellow*  but  are 
you  fure  he  will  marry  her  >  • 

Ber.  I  am  fure  the  Plot  is  well  laid,  and  he  *  is  cf  that  rafri,  heedlefs 
nature,  that.’tisa  thcufand  to  one- he  (capes it  not. 
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fen.  As  for  the  other  Fop,  the  Fool  turn1  dCriticky  his  Game  lyes  ano¬ 
ther  way,  and  perhaps  at  laft  neither  of ’em  will  have  caufe  to  boaftof 
too  good  Fortune.  But  let  us  go  in,  and  be  fureyoufeek  topleafe  my 
Father,  who  is  now  at  a  great  difference  with  old  Winelove ,  about  the 
Edate  he  means  to  give  his  Son  ;  loofe  no  time, it  may  be  this  minute  was 
ordained  to  make-us  happy. 

Bcr.  Madam,  you  have  tuttor’d  me.  [Exeunt 


Scene  II. 


Enter  Smallwit  Solus. 

Small.  I  am  fcarce  recovered  of my  Bruifes  yet,  this  Iron- Fitted  Rafcal 
has  fo  maul’d  me.  IF  I  but  think  of  a  Bat  toon,  I  tremble,  iand  a  Sword  is 
more'dreadful  to  me  then  an  Execution  to  a  Banckrupt;  ’Tis  very  hard 
yet  each  man  has  his  deftiny,  i  why  may  not  a  beating  be  as  natural  to 
me  as  to  another  Man,  I  was  once  a  Servitor  in  a  Colledge,  and  was 
beaten  through  my  office  very  often.  But  that  Bernard  ■>  now  I  ftand 
on  the  brinck  of  preferment ,  (hould  do  this  to  me  is  infufferable  ,  and 
I  will  be  revenged  :  I  heard  of  an  appointment  betwixt  him  and  Fenelope> 
which  I  will  (freight  difclofe  to  her  Father,  and  by  that  means  fruftrate 
hisdefignes,  this  is  one  way  to  plague  him,  and  I’le  about  it  prefcntly. 

Scene  III.  Hall . 

Enter  Old  Wine  and  Sir  Formal!.' 

Sir  For .  Not  a  Crofs  more  Sir,  I  have  told  you  the  utmott,  you  know 
my  way,  and  how  fixt  my  refolves  are,  my  Daughters  my  Daughter 
but  my  Mony’s  my  Wife  Sir,  two  thoufand  Pounds  I’le  give  her,  if  you 
expedf  more,  you  are  deceived,  I  never  did  intend  it. 

Old  IP  in.  Then  let  me  tell  you  Sir,  I  fcorn  your  offer ,  two  thoufand 
Pounds,  a  Portion  for  a  Pedlar  >  my  Son  Sir,  fhall  be  Landed  500  Pound 
a  year,  it  may  be  more,  befides  his  Breeding,  which  put  into  Ballance 
makes  a  thoufand,  a  Fortune  not  to  be  beftowed  uponfo  Mean  a  per- 
fon  as  your  Daughter,  but  only  my  good  nature. 

Sir  For .  How  Sir  ?  Mean  ? 

Old  Wine.  I  faid  it  Sir,  and  once  propound,  that  if  it  be  a  Match,  you 
fhallbettow  three  thoufand  Pounds  at  the  day  of  Marriage  ,  and  your 
Mannor  of  Broughton  in  EJfex  at  the  Birth  ofher  firtt  Child. 

Sir  For.  But  fuppofe  Sir,  fhe  has  no  Children  ? 

Old  Wine.  How  Sir  !  no  Children  !  ha,  ha,  ha,  my  7 m  no  Children ! 
waseverfucha  doubt  made?  why  Sir,  he  has  ttockt  all  the  Parishes 
about  us  with  his  offspring  already  ,  there’s  never  a  Mumper  in  Ej fix 
but  has  one  of  em  at  her  back,  nay,  they  are  fo  numerous ,  that  you 
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mayhem  at  four  pence  half-penny  a  'piece,  and  a  good  pennyworth  too: 
No  Children  quoth  he,  alas  Sir,  he  has  been  tryed  in  that  long  ago. 

Sir  For.  I,  I  Sir,  fo  has  my  Daughter  been  tryed  too  Sir ,  but  you’l 
find  it  not  fo  eafie  to  propagate  here,  as  in  the  Country* 

Old  Win,  No,  your  reafonSir? 

SirF*r.  Why  Sir,  our  Air  is  notfo  nourilhing :  Befides,  take  this 
from  me,  one  that  has  known  the  City  Complexions  as  well  as  the 
Country  i  you  fpoiled  your  Son  when  you  permitted  him  to  be  a  man  of 
the  Town.  ’  j 

Old  Win.  Pith. 

Sir  For.  Believe  me  you  did  i  pray  tell  me  when  did  you  ever  know 
aCritick,  a  man  of  Mode  as  they  call  ’em,  get  Children,  never,  Ods 
Bobs  Sir,  they  cannot  do’t  >  why  all  the  Spirit  they  have  is  infufed  with 
Pottag,  Langoone  and  Lobfters,  np  natural  Caufes  to  produce  EfFedh2 
a  fort  ofdry,unfouud  wretched  Fellows,  that  can  get  nothing  but  Claps, 
nor  that  neither,  but  that ’t is  hereditary,  and  entayled  from  one  Ge¬ 
neration  to  another. 

Old  Win*  Sir  Formal!,  think  not  by  this  Ribble  Rabble, this  difcourfeof 
nothing,  to  put  me  out  of  conceit  with  my  Son  i  I  know  Sir,  he  is 
Youug,  Airy  and  Lully  ,  and  as  I  faid  before  Sir,  a  true  Winelove ,  one 
that  can  choofe  a  Doxy  with  Difcretion  what  doubt  my  own  FJefb 
and  Blood,  not  I  ’igad,  when  I  was  a  young  man  ,  I  durft  have  lookt  a 
woman  in  the  Face  my  felf,  as  well  as  forne  that  were  fatter  ;  but  let 
that  pafs,  my  Tim  get  no  Children  !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Sir  For.  I’le  Hand  to  what  I’ve  faid  Sir. 

Old  Win.  Sir,  you  muft  not  Sir,  I  fhall  grow  angry  then,  troth  I 
(hall,  very  angry,  and ’twill  be  dangerous  to  urge  it  farther. 

Sir  For.  I  flight  your  anger  Sir,  and  to  perfevere,!  tell  you  once  more, 
what  I  faid  is  true. 

Old  Win.  What,  that  my  Son  can  get  no  Children  ! 

Sir  For.  No  Sir,  that  deferves  that  name,  fince  you  provoke  me, 
he, - a  thing  made  up  of  Froth  and  Vanity. 

Old  Wine .  Old  man,  do  not  provoke  me  - —  I  fay  do  not  w*  for 
by  the  Reverend  Beard  of  John  a  Gaunt,  I  have  knocktdown  as  tall  a 
Fellow  in  my  time  —  but  no  more,  I  fay  do  not  provoke  me. 

Sir  For.  Provoke  thee  Dotard,  I  defy  thee  and  thy  Son  too  ^  his 
Cringes  and  his  Tricks,  let  him  from  henceforth  forbear  my  houfc  ,  a 
Critick,  a  Fool. 

Old  Win.  Fool  in  your  Face  Sir,  Coxcomb,  s’bud  were  it  in  ano¬ 
ther  place,  Td  cramb  that  notion  down  your  throat  again, call  the  great- 
eft  Wit  ith5  Nation  Fool,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  For.  A  Wit,  why  did*ft  ever  know  a  right  Critick  a  Wit,  no  they 
are  Fools  originally  ,  and  ufurpMhe  name  of  Critick,  only  to  get  re¬ 
putation  among  fomefew  pretenders,  this  is  in  brief  my.  opinion  of 
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Old  Win.  I  fhall  refine  your  opinion  prefently,  for  I  can  forbear  no 
longer,  take  that  Sir,  and  the  Lye.  (Strides  hint . 

Sir  For .  That  Sir,  5twas  home  I  confefs,  but  Pie  not  be  behind  hand 
with  you.  {jthey  Cuff  one  another ,  and  pull  off  both  Hats  and  Peremigs* 


Enter  Smallwit. 

Small.  Hey  day  !  what  work’s  here  ?  Sir  Formally  Mr.  Winelove  ;  for 
Heavens  fake,  what]  do  you  mean,  old  Friends  and  quarrel  thus,  come, 
come,  forbear.  [parts'ent. 

Sir  For.  A  Drunken  Dotard. 

Old  Win.  ATefty  Cuckold. 

Sir  For .  Hah! 

Old  Win.  ’Tis  true  Sir. 

.Small.  'Nay  Mr.  Winelove  ,  for  Heavens  fake  be  pacified  t  1  have1  & 
World  of  News  to  tell  you.  News  that  concerns  you  too ,  good  Sir  be 
reconciled. 

Old  Win.  Keep  him'but  off,  I  have  done  — *» ■  T  am  for  peace. 

Small.  Sir  Formal !/,  come  forget  petty  Differences  %  you  little  think 
what  News  I  have  to  tell  you. 

Sir  For.  Whatis’t  prithee?  Sir,  I  (hall  think  on  you  another  time. 

Old  Win.  At  your  leifure  Sir,  I  feldom  walk  difguifed  ,  my  lim  get 
no  Children  i  ha,  ha,  ha, :  But  come  my  lit  tie  Mercury,  what  News  fs 
this  thou  haft  to  tell  me  ? 

Small .  Give  your  Attention,  for  it  equally  concerns  you  both. 

Ambo.  Say  on. 

Small.  Why  then  Sir  —  your  Daughter  has  to  ray  knowledge,  this 
afternoon  made  an  Aftignation  with  Bernard  to  meet  him  in  the  Mul- 
hery-Garden ,  and  if  you  make  not  great  hafte  ,  will  be  married  e’re  you 
can  get|thither,  for  I  faw  a  little  Black  man  like  one  of  the  Clergy  in  the 
Coach  with  em. 

Sir.  For.  Ha !  with  Bernard}  If  this  be  true  I  am  undone. 

Small.  ’Tis  Certainly  true  Sir,  for  l  knew  him  very  well,  though 
fhe  pretended  he  was  her  Kinfman. 

Sir  For.  Kinfman  !  ah  cunning  Jilt,  but  I’le  take  a  Coach,  and  forbid 
the  Banes  immediatly.  [Exit. 

Small.  And  Sir,  your  Son  my  Pupil,  has  inftead  of  Penelope ,  married 
as  I  hear  a  vaft  Fortune,  a  near  Kinfman  of  Franck, 1  Amorous  ,  one  that 
fell  in  Love  with  him,  and  he  taking  time  by  the  forelock  this  morning 
married  her. 

Old  Win.  A  Fortune  fay  you  ? 

Small.  Some  fix  or  ten  thoufand  Sir  ,  ’tis  reported  diverfly,  but  for 
certain  avail  Fortune. 

Old  Win.  There’s  for  thy  News,  I’m  o’rjoyed  at  this :  But  where  are 
they  ?  doll  thou  know  that  ? 

Small. 
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Small.  Gone  to  the  Mulbery-Garden ,  to  keep  their  Wedding  Dinner. 

0/rf  ffW  Pie  make  one  amongft  ’em  inftantly  ;  lTx*  thoufand 
Pounds,  and  got  fo  handfomely  :  This  News  has  made  me  young  again. 
I  could  Dance  :  Methinks  lam  fo  Jocund/  Ah  *tis  a  Witty  Rafcal* 
how  cunningly  has  he  carried  his  butinefs ! 

Small.  He  has  indeed  been  very  private  in  it. 

Old  Wine.  Nay  he  has  a  Politick  Pate  on  my  words  he’s  as  I  told 
Sir  Formally  a  true  ffinelove  - — -run  Mr.  Smalhvit  and  call  the  next 
Coach,  Pie  thither  prefently ;  he  has  outwitted  me;  but  I  rejoyce  at 
his  Fortune';  and  now  a  fig  for  Sir  Formall and  his  Propofalls,  I’mere- 
folved  to  be  extreamly  Merry,  and  Crown  this  Marriage  with  my  Love 
and  Approbation*  [Exeunt* 

•  / 

SCENE  III,  Mulbery  Garden. 

Enter  Franck  Amorous  and  Lucia.  A  Letter 

Franck, u.  Madam,  till  this  moment  I  ne’re  was  happy,  but  in  your 
Company  lies  fuch  Crowds  of  Joye$,  that  my  foul’s  too  narrow  to 
receive  ’em. 

Lite.  I’m  afraid  you  do  but  mock,  and  you  men  are  fuch  Deceivers 
that  it  impofes  a  general  fcandall  upon  the  Sex.  Sure  you  cannot  be  fo, 
can  you? 

Franck, :  No  hy  Heavens,  I  can  fooner  be  falfe  to  my  own  foul ,  then 
think  of  deceiving  thee ;  I  love  thee  with  fo  much  Zeal,  and  my 
Paflion.  isfo  violent,  that  I  tear  I  thall  never  have  Patience  till  the  Par- 
fon  have  Married  us. 

Luc.  Indeed  you  muft,  Lord  what  will  become  of  me  it  you  want 
Patience,  I  (hall  never  be  able  to  endure  a  man  that  wants  patience. 

Franck.  Well  Pie  endeavour,  but  defer  my  Blifs  as  little  as  you  can. 

Luc.  You  areas  eager  as  if  you  were  going  to  take  pofleffion  of  a 
Happinefs  conducing  to  your  Life. 

Franck;  My  life,  ay  Gad,  my  deareft  life;  my  foul  is  at  fake  if  [I 
mifs  thee,  for  I  will  certainly  hang  my  felf,  and  wilfully  lofe  afecond 
Heaven,  being  deprived  of  my  firft  :  Come,  prithee  let’s  go, 

Luc.  Qfhat  man’s  this  that’s  come  to  us  ? 

Franck, .  ’Sheart ’tis  young  tFinelove,  I  promifed  to  meet  him  here, 
and  now  he  has  feen  me,  ’tis  but  vain  to  avoid  him.  Dear  Madam; 
flep  but  into  the  next  Arbour  whilft  I  exchange  a  word  or  two  with 
him,  and  PI  be  with  you  inftantly. 

Luc.  So  I  think  1  have  him  fall  enough,  ,  would  the  Parfon  were 
come,  that  I  might  be  out  of  pain.  Lord  what  fools  thefe  men  are  ! 

[Exit)  and  going  out  drops  a  Paper. 

Franck* 


U 


ijo  '  The  Fool  turn  d  Critic 

Franck^  What’s  this  Hie  has  dropt?  [Reads 

To  my  dear  Lucia  — *  from  he  Guardian  I’le  warrant  about  herEftate 
when  W \ inelove’s  gone  I’le  read  it. 

Enter  Tim, 

Tint,  fings.  Hove  happy  is  he  that  is  free 

From  the  ‘trouble  s  and  Cares  of  the  Wife  % 

That  Banquets  his  fenfe 

With  a  world  of  expeHcey 

And  hates  the  dull  life  of  the  fordid  precife. 

Hah !  Brother. 

Franck^.  Sir,  I  fee  you  are  a  man  of  your  word,  but  more  Merry 
and  Jocund  then  ufilal. 

Tim,  Why  faith  I  am  Sir }  the  Stars  have  been  kind,  and  I  have, 
been  kind,  and  i'have  caufe  to  befo  }  for- 1  have  Married  %  Lady  this 
morning  that  is  a  non  parelio :  And  I  that  formerly  Criticifed  upon  the 
whole  Sex,  now  confeis  my  felf foiled  in  my  own  Argument. 

Franck^  Married  Sir  !  may  I  not  beg  the  favour  to  know  whom  ? 

Tim .  Faith  I  mull  defire  your  pardon  at  prefeht,  time  will  difeover 
all,  but  affine  your  felf’tis  not to Penelope  }  Fate  I  thank  it,  hasfeated 
me  a  little  higher.  In  the  mean  time  I  have  Brotherly  affedf ion  for  thee, 
which  (hall  continue  in  ipite  of  Death  and  Defiiny.,, 

Sings. 

How  Happy  is  he  that  is  free ,  &c. 

lam  fo  Airie  I  could  flymethinks. 

Franck You  are  the  (park  of  our  Age  Sir,  *— -  but  prethee  forward 
with  the,  methinks  it  begins  well. 

‘ Tim .  Ah  Pox  no,  there’s  nothing  in’t,  ’twas  writ  by  a  Fellow-  that 
writes  your  Elegies,  your  News  from  Rumford,  your  Murders,  Cha¬ 
racters  of  Baleys ,  and  the  like.  A  damned  Tune.too,fet  by  a  Novice 
in  the  Science}  but  if  thou  wilt  hear  a  Song,  lie  fing  thee  one  of 
my  own,  a  new  thing}  ind  1  think  youtc  fay  a  good  one}  that 
has  had  the  honour  to  be  (filed  fo  by  fome  perfons  of  Honour,  that 
love  fuch  things,  and  fometimes  love  to  write  ’em.  .  fci 

Franck,.  Come  prethee  lets  hear  it. 

Tim.  Stay  I’le  go* call  three  of  nay  Friends  here  Drinktng-inthe  next 
Arbour  to  bear  the  Chorus ,  and  Pie  be  with  you  infiantly, 

r  Exit. 

Franck^  I  wonder  who- the  Devil  he  has  Married,  but  I  am  glad  ’tis 
not  Fenelope }  for  though  I  have  her  not  my  felfe  1  (hould  be.  forry  to 
"have  her  enjoyed  by/uch  a  Fopjas  this. 


jEitur  ■ 
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^  #  * 

Enter  Tim  and  Myjicianr. 

#► 

‘Tint.  Come  Friends,  keep  your  Time,  pray  obferve  Sir. 

SONG. 

No  more  dull  Reafon,  feel^no  more 
‘To  feed  me  to  'thy /tender  food : 

4 Thy  fobtr  precepts  have  no  power. 

To  keep  me  from  my  cbiefeft  good . 

In  Love  and  Wine  my  Blijs  relye st 
And  be  that  e're  would  happy  be> 

His  growing  Appetite  mu\\  prize 
Hefie  all  Cares ,  and  live  likg  me . 


S-" 

To  ramble  from  Taverns  is  nightly  our  tasl^.  To  roar  through 


the ftreets,  and  debauch  the  next  Alasky  to  baffle  the  Watch , 


::  1 

a  t  t  h=fi 

p* 

— -* — 4 — - — ^ ►— 

in  defpight  of  their  Bills ,  get  home'-,  and  next  morning  tt 


r.oivn,  ta^e  State ,  and  are  call'd  brisl^Men  of  the  Town* 

H  2  '  Wc 
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<;2  Ihe  Fool  turn  cl  CritkJ^. 

2» 

JFV  Wfl  Rapture-)  own  no  Wit} 

But  iehat  Impertinence  it  kpewn  » 

^4*  Vlayes  we  range  our  felves  ittf  Pit> 

And  hate  all  Fancies  but  our  own- 
We  rail  and  biff,  that  men  may  fee 
We  men  of  Senje  and  Judgment  are  ; 

But  if  examined  ferioufly  : 

The  Devil  a  grain  we  have  to  [pare*  f 

Chorus  To  Ramble ,  See. 

Well  what  fhinkeft  thou,  is  it  not  Modifh  ? 

Franck.  Faith  ’tis  extrcamly  modifh,  and  more  Wit  then  I  expe&ed.- 
But  you  may  thank  a  Friend  for’ t  to  my  knowledge.  £ afide, 

Tim.  The  truth  is,  the  world  is  fomewhat  ignorant  of  myGuifts; 
but  Mode-fly.  }  ou  know  is  a  Vertue  >  Bcfides  Wit  in  a  Song  is  now  worth 
nothing,  your  Fighting  Songs,  your  Bawdy  Songs,  your  Drunken 
Songs,  and  your  Mock  Songs,,  are  the  things  that  take  now  >  and 
faith  I  muftconfcfs,  my  Genius  has  been  fo  Capricious,  that  I  could 
never  yet  allow  of ’em  ,  though  compofed  by  pcrlons  c  f  Quality. 

Franck.  Sir,  lam  fo  little  a  Judge  in  it,  that  my  defence  will  be 
worfe  then  you  fay  the  Songs  are. 

Tim.  You  may  fay  of  your  felf  what  you  pleafe ,  but  give  me  leave 
to  think  otherwise  »  but  come  pafs  this  Difcourfe ,  and  now  to  the 
Bufinefs  that  you  are  to  difclofe  to  me,  prethee  what  is’t  >  hah  ! 

Franck,-  Why  fomething  that  I  know  concerns  you  ,  but  at  prefen t 
I  have  no  time  to  declare  it  j  for  I  have  a  Friend  within  waits  my 
prefence  with  impatience,  but  by  that  time  you  have  Dined,  I  (hall 
be  ready  for  you. 

Tim.  Well  Sir,  I  will  not  hinder  bufinefs, being  a  man  that  naturally 
loves  it,  efpeeially  the  affair,  1  fuppofe  you  are  engaged  in.  Sir,  your 
moll  Humble  Servant,  I  {hall  wait  with  patience ,  and  think  it  an 
honour  to  enjoy  your  Company -at  your  own  Leifure, 

Franck,.  Sir,  #I  am  no  flranger  to  your  Rhetorick.  {Exit  Tim. 


Opens  the  Letter. 

Reads,  Dear  heart ,  though  I  was  fo  unfortunate  to  mifs  your  Company 
lift  ttighty  and  thereby  was  dtftitute  of  that  Elizdum  in  your  embraces , 

which  I ufed  to  enjoy - 

Hell  and  the  Devil !  what’s  here  ? 

Tet  ajjureyoisr jelf  to  night ,  no  Buftnejs Jhall  keep  me  from  you-:  T  hope  to 
fee  yon  Married ,  and  then  my  Revenge  will  be  Compteated .  Be  fure  yo&- 
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carry  it  cunningly,  that  he  may  not  perceive  our  defigne  ,  when  the  bufnefs 
it  done, we' l  meet  at  the  old  place ,  and  Laugh  till  then  I  muji  be  afiran^er. 

•Your  affured  Friend  Bernard. 

I  had  rather  it  had  been  from  the  Devil,  and  lefs  fright  ’t  would  have 
put  mein:  what  a  dreadful  Precipice  have  I  efcaped  1  Certainly  there’s 
iomegreat  Bleffing Providence  has  in  here,  it  takes  fuch  care  of  me. 
For  this  Plot  had  certainly  took  with  another  •,  this  woman  I  find  now 
is  Bernards  Hireling  ;  a.thing  that’s  his,  or  any  mans  for  half  a  Guiny, 
’sdeath  I  fweat  to  think  how  modifhly  we  too  fhould  have  lived  to¬ 
gether  ;  well’twas  I  confefs,  very  well  contrived,  andhad  it  took  I 
had  iuftricntly  paid  for  my  Infidelity.  But  now  fbra  Counter- plot  to 
work  backward  on  them,  that  would  be  rare.  HaJ  who’s  this?  ’t is 
Certainly  Bernard ’tis  the  fame  difguife  he  ufed  to  wear  upon  an 
Intrigue. 

Enter  Smallwit  in  a  Cloak^and  Difguife. 

Small .  ’Tis  he,  this  was  lucky  to  meet  him  fo  opportunely  >  Sira 
word  with  you. 

Franck?  With  me  Sir  ? 

Small.  I  Sir,  do  not  dart,  d’yeknowme» 

Franck?  Smallwit  ? 

Small.  The  fame  Sir,  one  that  to  compleat  his  revenge  ,  for  the  ill 
.ufage  he  received  o i Bernard  and  to  do  you  a  favour  will  fhew  you  the.. 
broad  path  to  your  content  i  you  did  love  Penelope. 

Franck?  And  do  hill  by  Heaven,  above  all  other  women  Breathing. 

Small.  Then  follow  but  my  Directions,  and  Ihe’syours-,  this  is  his- 
Cloak  and  falfe  Beard,,  the  Difguife  he  came  hither  in  to  obfeure  him- 
felffrom  knowledge  ofher  Father,  who  by  my  appointment  intends  to> 
come  and  fruhrate  his  defigne,  he  will  be  here  within  half  an  hour: 
Bernard  now  is  gone  to  buy  a  Ring*  now  Sir,  follow  but  your  Fortunes 
and  make  ufe  of  this  Difguife,  and  you  may  Marry  her  before  either  of. 
’em  come. 

Franck?  This  is  the  utmoff  extent  of  Fortunes  Bounty  :  Dear  Rogue 
let  me  Kifsthec,  t-hou  art  my  EJculapius ,  my  Preferver-,  my  every 
thing,  come,  come,  the  Cloak,  if  this  hit  right  I  will  adore  the  In¬ 
vention. 

Small.  Sir,  it  mull  certainly  hit,  if  you  make  haft,  for  fire  can  never 
diftinguifh  through  that  difguife  one  from  t’other. 

Franck ’Sdeath  I  am  rapt  with  the  thought  on’t  •,  but  hark  Dear. 
Smallwit,  I  have-one  thing  more  to  tell  thee  j  which  if  thou  canft  but 
bring  about, thy  name  (hall  ftourifh  iftour  Chronicle:  In  the  next  Alley, 
is  walking  one  of  Bernards  Wenches  :  If  thou  canft  now  but  inllead  of 
Penelope  get  him  to  marry  her  in  a  difguife,  ’twill  be  thy  Mafter-piece  y, 
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fomething has  paft  betwixt  her  and  me,  but  tell  her,  nay  eyes  are  now 
open  >  to  convince  her,  fhow  her  this  Letter,  aud  then  lay  your  Plot  a e 
you  find  her  Humour. 

Small.  Well  Sir,  perfeft  your  defign,  and  let  me  alone  with  this  ^ 
away  you  lofe  time.  [Exit  Franck. 

This  will  be  an  excellnt  revenge  if  it  but  take,  yflnder  fhe  walks  *, 

I’m  confident  that  mull  be  (he,  and  I’le  accoft  her  inftantly.  [Exit. 

•  .  ..  ’ 

•  *  •  4  i 

tEnter  Penelope. 

Ten.  I  wonder  he  ftayes  fo  long,  being  to  finilh  fo  weighty  an  Affair 
as  Matrimony,  for  I  am  ref®lved  to  marry  him  in  fpiteof  all  Oppofers  i 
I  have  had  fufficient  proofs  of  Franck^  //womb’s  falfehood  and  of  Ber~ 
Hards  fidelity,  and  therefore  think  it  bur  ]uftice  to  chufe  the  moll  de- 
fervingi  ’twasbafely  done  ofhim  at  firft  ro  betray  his  Friend,  and  to 
perfeverc  in  it,  is  worfe,  but  I  hope  he  will  pay  for  all,  fori  faw  him 
come  along  the  foher  Walk  with  Lucia ,  whofe  Company,  now  I 
know  her,  Ifhallfhunj  though  heretofore  I  ignorantly  thinking  fhe 
had  been  Bernards  Kinfwoman,  gave  her  place  in  my  Affedlions.  But 
fee  here  he  comes,  I  knew  he  would  not  ltay  long. 

«  * 

•  / 

Enter  Franck  Amorous. 

Oh  are  you  come,  you  frighted  me  fufficiently  with  your  flay,  you 
know  I  am  nothing  without  your  Company. 

Franck, ^  Let’s  in  then,  left  wearedifeover'd  — -  it  takes  rarely  (dfide. 

\_Exit. 


Enter  Bernard  and  Ralp’q. 

Vra.  Upon  my  word  I  faw  neither  of  ’em. 

Ber.  Veryftratige,  I  left  her  above  in  the  Balcony  Room  ,  and  the 
Tarfon  with  my  Cloak  below  in  the  Kitchin  Drinking  with  the  Water¬ 
man,  and  now  I  can  find  neither  my  Miftrefs ,  the  Parfon,  nor  my 
Cloak. 

Dra.  Perhaps  Sir,  my  Maftcr  has  laid  it  up,  and*the  Lady  no  doubt 
isfomewhere  walking  in  the  Garden  i  but  as  to  the  Parfon,  I  fuppofe 
he’s  otherwife  engaged  ,  for  here’s  another  Company  in  thehoufe,  that 
to  my  knowledge  have  occalion  to  make  ufe  of  him. 

Ber.  ’Sdeath  how  unlucky’s  this  ,  the  Canonical  hour  will  be  paft 
if  I  ftay  half  an  hour  longer ,  and  my  defign’s  fruftrate  for  this  day,  hark 
you  Friend  ^ .  will  you  do  me  a  favour. 

Vra.  Any  thing  Sir,  in  my  pfiwer. 

Ber.  Wellfaid,  and  there’s  a  Guiney  for  thy  willingnefs  ;  run  then 
arid  get  the  Mourning  Cloak  thy  Mafter  wore  Jaft  Sunday  and  a  High- 
•  '  '  .  Crown'd 
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Crown’d  Hat ,  I’le  procure  a  falfc  Beard  and .a  little  black  Perriwig, 
and  thou  (halt  Ad  the  Parfon,  and  Marry  us  inftead  of  t’other. 

Vra.  Shall  I,  with  all  my  heart  Sir,  you  may  command  you 
pleafe.  T/ 

Ber.  Thou  canft  Read,  can  ft  not  ? 

T)ra.  Yes  Sir,  we  have  a  large  Common- Prayer. Book  within  that 
I  can  read  perfectly  >  and  let  me  alone  to  ad  Sir  I hmine  ,  I  have  their 
Starcht  Grimace,  the  Hum,  their  Ha,  and  twirling  of  the  Band- firings 
as  right  Sir,  as  if  I  were  Bred  to  it. 

Ber.  Canft  thou  >  pretious  Rogue  *,  come  then  let’s  make  hafte  :  Do 
it-but  well,  and  I  have  another  broad  Piece  to  Crown  thy  Service, 
read  butperfedly,  and  ’tis  well  enough  j  for  that’s  as  much  as  the  beft 
of  ’em  can  do. 

Vra.  Do  not  doubt  me  Sir ,  I’le  warrant  you  I’le  Mimick  a  Parfon 
rarely. 

Ber.  Away  then,  we  loofe  time,  I’le  get  a  Witnefs  or  two,  and 
we’l about  it  inftantly,  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Smallwit  and  Lucia  rvitb  the  Letter,. 


Small.  Madam v  you  fee  your  Intrigue’s  difeovered  ,  therefore  I 
think  it  to  be  a  great  deal  ofprudence  ,  to  make  the  beft  ufe  of  your 
Fortune  :  Mr.  Amorous  is  irrcvocably-loft,  but  if'you’l  take  nay  Councel, 
Bernard  (hall  be-  yours, which  I  fuppofe  in  fome  part  will  make  amends  i 
conlid.er  on’t,  and  think, to  fret  now  will  little  avail  you. 

Luc .  The  Devil  was  in’t  that  I  fhould  drop  that  Letter  fo  unfor¬ 
tunately  *  But  are  you  fure you  can  contrive  that  Bernard  may  Marry 
me?  for  fo  I  have  one  of’em  I  care  not  much  which  it  is:  and  to  deal 
freely  with  you ,  I  (land  at  prefent  in  great  neccfTjty  of  Marriage,  for 
fome  private  Reafons  beft  known  to  my  felf. 

Small.  It  will  infallibly  be  as  I  told  you  ,  fo  you  take  Care  but  to- 
Counterfeit  Penelope's  Voice  a  little:  For  iook  here’s  the  Gown  (he 
wore  this  morning,  which  Mr.  Amorous  has  got  from  her  by  Wile, 
and ’tis  the  Garment  Bernard  knows  her  by,  and  then  your  Mask  for 
your  Face  will  difgufe you  abfolutely  like  her.- 

Luc.  Well  this'may  do,  if  Fortune  do  but  aid  a  little. 

Small .  Doubt  not  that  Fortune  alwayes  favours  the  aifli&ed;  come 
on  with  it.  | Juts  op  the  Gotvn. 

So  now  carry  the  Plot  but  handfomclfand-be  happy* ..  f  Exeunt* 


Scena  Ultima. 

,  .  ‘  •  l  J  -  4  m  »  ‘ 

Enter  Old  winelove  and  Tim  and  Betty. 

Tim.  Hey  Sirrah,  Drawer,  bring  fome  more  Wine,  and  d’ye- hear, 

v  bkl 
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bid  the  Mufic't  Strike  up :  ’tis  a  day  of  Triumph,  and  (lull  be  fd  ac¬ 
counted. 

And  fo  it  fhill  Boy,  hey  Boyes,  flrikeus  there,  toll,  loll, 
loll  ,"a  day  of  Jubilee  Tim,  give  me  thy  hand  >  thou  art  an  Arch  Wagge, 
a  dad  thou  art,  and  I  did  not  think  it  had  been  in  thee  — • —  toll,  loll, 
loll,  thou  halt  made  me  young  again  s  methinksl  could  dance  a  Jig. 
Madam,  I  faith  you  are  too  melanchol[y.  Tim,  to  her  Tim ,  to  her  I 
fay,  ’tis  a  rare  plump  Girle :  prithee  fweet-heart  be  Merry,  toll,  loll, 
loll. 

Bett.  TntruthSir,  I’m  exceeding  Merry.  OhDear  how  is*t  pofiiblc 
for  me  to  be  other  wife  in  fuch  excellent  Company  s  but  fhall  I  have  a 
Coach  my  Dear  > 

lint.  A 'Coach  ,  ay  that  thou  (halts  and  fix  Flanders  Mares  too, 
and  a  Coach-man,  and  (lx  Footmen,  and  three  Pollillions,  doubt  that  ? 
why  thou  (halt  have  any  thing,  thou  fhalt  have  me  r  A  Pox  on’ t, how 
came  that  damned  old  end  of  a  Song  into  my  head. 

Old  Wine.  And  Madam,  if  you  like  not  thefe  Propofals,  I*!e  go  and 
purchafe  the  Elephant  yonder  in  Fleet  jlreet  for  you  ,  l  fuppofe  a  man 
may  have  him  now  at  a  reafonable  rate  ,  and  thou  (halt  ride  in  (late 
like  the  Moduli  in  the  Indies,  and  befeen  by  the  wondring  Spe&ators 
Gratis  toll,  Joll,  loll. 

Bett.  The  Elephant !  ha,  ha,  ha,  Sir  s  your  F ather’s  a  very  merry  man ' 
and  the  belt  company  I  ever  met  with. 

Old  Wine.  Who  I,  I  faith  no,  l  have  loll  my  merry  humour ,  Age 
has  outworn  it ,  how  old  Madam  do’e  think  I  am,  pray  guefs. 

Bett.  Sir,  I  guefs  you  to  be  about  Hveand  forty. 

Old  Wine.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  five  and  forty,  I  faith  you  are  out,  though  I 
am  above  threefcore  and  ten,  by  this  good  light,  and  yet  l  have  my 
Health  fwcct  Lady,  and  I  can  Talk  fweet  Lady,  and.l  can  Sing  and 
Dance  fweet  Lady,  and  Drink  with  the  beft  Roarer  of ’em  all  fweet 
Lady,  and  by  the  help  ofa  good  Eftate  do  intend  to  do  fo  above  this 
20  years  fweet  Lady,  hem  —  I’m  found  at  heart,  and  as  Brisk  as 
another  man,  no  disparagement  to  my  Tim  there. 

Tim.  Madam,  you  multexcufe,  the  Old  Gentleman’s  a  little  given  to 
vanity,  a  Vice  I  could  not  fufifer  in  ’em  were  he  not  my  Father. 

Enter  a  Vintner. 

Vin.  Sir,  a  Gentleman  and  a  Lady  hearing  your  Mufick,  defire  to  be 
of  your  Company,  ifit  may  be  without  prejudice. 

Old  Wine.  If  they  come  to  be  merry  with  us,  they  are  welcome,  and 
fo  let  ’em  underhand. 

[Tx/t  Vintner.' 
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Enter  Franck,  Penelope,  Sir  Formall  like  a  Parfott. 

Franck, Gentlemen  pray  let  us  not  appear  rude  to  defire  this  Favour. 

Urn.  Sir,  afiure  your  felf,  we  know fo  well  good  Manners,  as  not 
to  deny  a  Gentleman  of  fo  worthy  a  prefence,  fo  fmall  a  Courtefie 
you’re  welcome . —  Dam  him,  that  I  (hould  loofefuchan  Exprelfion 
on  fuch  a  Scrub  ••  Methinks  he  looks  like  a  Bailiff.  f Afide. 

Old  Wine*  Wellfaid  Lim. 

Franck^  Tm  glad  they  know  me  not ,  but  I’le  fiay  here  as  little  as  I 
can,  ha.  [ Afide . 

Enter  Vintner,  Bernard,  Smallwitt,  Lucia  and  Ralph  like’ a  Parfon. 


Vin •  There  Sir,  that  Gentleman  wears  the  Cloak  you  brought  •,  I 
fuppofe  he’s  of your  Acquaintance. 

Franck.  ’Tis  Bernard  ^  but  fince  the  Bufinefs  is  done,  I  value  not  his 
threats. 

Bern.  Sir,  I  did  not  expedf  fuch  an  Adtion  from  a  Gentleman,  this 
Cloak's  mine. 

Francks  It  is  fo  Sir,  at  your  Service,  the  Beard  like  wife »  be  pleafed 
to  pardon  the  Borrower. 

Ber.  Amorous  !  I  am  amazed. 

Fen.  Heavens !  I  am  betrayed  ?  [Pulls  off  ber  Masks 

Franck^  ^ut  this  Lady  Sir,  is  mine  now,  my  Friend  here  can  af¬ 
firm  it.  [pointing  to  Sir  Formall. 

Bern.  ’Sdeath  Penelope !  and  he  married  to  her :  who  the  Devil  have 
I  got  then  > 

Luc .  A  good  Friend  of  yours,  affure  your  felfi  $Luc.  difcovers 

Small.  So, fo,  now  it  works.  *  2  her  felf. 

Ber .  Why  fure  we  all  dream,  Are  you  awake  old  Gentleman  ? 

Old  Wine.  By  my  faith  I  think  (o. 

Timt  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Plots,  Plots,  by  Gad  I  love  Plots  dearly ,  as  I  am  a 
(inner. 

Franks  You  fee  my  good  Fortune  in  fpite  of  all  oppofitions  has  made 
you  mine  *,  love  me  for  your  own  fake ,  as  you  expedi  me  to  be  here- 
aftet  kind  to  you. 

Bern.  Bafe Treacherous  wretch!  [Offers  to  Vr aw. 

Old  Wine.  Hold,  hold,  Gentlemen,  we  muft  have  no  Fighting, 

Francks  I  underftandyou  not  Sir,  you  fee  your  Plots  havefaild  you. 

Bern.  You  (hall  underhand  Sir,  when  next  I  meet  with  you  :  Af. 
fure  your  felf,  though  you  have  married  her,  you  (hall  not  long  enjoy 
your  happinefs ;  you  (ha’notSir, 

Frank-  No  Sir  >  why  who  (ball  hinder  if  > 
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Sir  For*  That  will  I. 

tier.  Who  arc  you  > 

Sir  For,  One  that  will  cut  your  Matrimonial  knot  Sir  i  look  de'e 
know  me  yet  > 

Om.  Sir  Formal] 

Pen.  Dear  Father  — -  [\neels. 

Sir  For .  Go  too  ,  you  Baggage  . —  but  no  matter,  wipe  youreyes. 
Ml  talk  with  you  hereafter. 

Pirn.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  more  Plots,  more  Plots  ?  by  Gad  I  like  this  ex- 
treamly. 

e  Small.  ’Sheart  here’s  a  great  deal  more  Plot  in  this  then  I  defigned  : 
th  old  Fox  was  Cunninger  then  I  imagined. 

Sir  For,  Sir,  I  2m  no  Prieft  de’e  fee,  I  hired  my  Habit  of  the  man 
of  God  that  i  fuppofe  you  defigned  for  the  bulinefs,  nor  (hall  my  Daugh¬ 
ter  be  married  without  my  approbation. 

Franc J^.  Why  then  Sir,  your  Humble  Servant  i  pox  on’t  ’f is  but  a 
defigne  lofi,  and  I’lc  content  my  felf  that  he’s  tyed  to  his  good  behavi¬ 
our  with  his  Lucia  there. 

Bern.  Sir,  I  am  not  fo  fail  bound  as  you  imagine  ,  and  to  let  you  fee 
I  have  fometimes  as  good  luck  as  others,  Know  that  I  am  no  more 
married  then  you  are  i  witnefs  honefi  Ralph  here. 

Ralph.  Even  fo,  I  can  affure  you  Gentlemen. 

Old  Wine.  Heyday  !  what  more  Miracles  ? 

Small.  Here  has  been  damnable  Counterplots  I  fee,  a  Devil  on’t, 
who  would  thought  to  have  found  fomuch  W;it  in  the  Spring- Garden. 

eTim.  A  Clergy  man  turned  Drawer  !  a  Pox  on  me' if  ever  I  faw  the 
like  of  t  his. 

Luc.  Will  you  not  Marry  me  ?  the  Devil  take  you  if  you  don’t  *  you 
know  how  matters  (land,  prethee  my  dear  do. 

Ber.  Fy,  in  Faith  you  mult  excufe  me,  how  unreafonable’s  that  > 

Luc.  Well,  if  ever  I  believe  a  Parfon  more  ? - 

Tim,  So  will  I,  I  faith,  for  I  am  fure  he  did  me  right :  Come  hither 
Sweetheart.  Gentlemen  this  Lady  is  my  Wife  ,  and  one  to  my  Know¬ 
ledge  not  unknown  to  you-,  and  I  defire  before  (he  (how  her  Face,  my 
good  Fortune  may  purchafe  no  mans  Envy  s  fhe’s  a  great  Fortune, 
and  fhail  when  the  King  comes  from  Newmarket,  and  I  am  a  Knight, 
be  a  Lady  :  But  pray  let  me  offend  none. 

Om.  None,  none,  Sir.  [fulls  off  Bett.  Masl^. 

Tim .  Why  then  behold  a  wonder  :  dear  Brother,  I  kifs  your  Feet. 

Om.  Betty  ! 

Bett.  The  very  fame,  onefhuffled  into  a  Fortune  by  very  ftrange 
means  in  truth. 

Sir  For.  Married  to  my  Daughters  Chambermaid!  ha,  ha,  ha,  this 
makes  amends  for  all?  I  thought  what  would  become  of  this  Modifli 
Gallant,  this  Fool  turn’d  Critick  ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 


Old  Win. 
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